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SPEAKING OF OPPORTUNITY 


THERE ARE TWELVE OPPORTUNITIES IN EACH YEAR--- 
JAN. FEB. MAR. APR. MAY JUN. JULY AUG. SEP. OCT. NOV. DEC. 


Six of these opportunities of 1932 are already gone; they cannot be 
recalled. BUT—THERE ARE STILL SIX LEFT for you to take advan- 
tage of by enrolling for a Marine Corps Institute course and preparing 
yourself for a prosperous and dependable position in the future. 

SALESMANSHIP is the backbone of industry today; every com- 
modity manufactured must be sold; every business demands expert and 
aggressive salesmen. 


LOOK THESE OVER CAREFULLY 
BUSINESS CORRESPONDENCE SALESMANSHIP AND SALES 
AUTOMOBILE SALESMANSHIP MANAGEMENT 
SALESMANSHIP AND LIFE SALESMANSHIP—HOUSEHOLD 
INSURANCE SELLING REFRIGERATORS 
SALESMANSHIP AND REAL ESTATE PETROLEUM PRODUCTS SALESMANSHIP 
ELECTRICAL SALESMANSHIP GENERAL SALESMANSHIP 


Take the first step TODAY—Select your course, fill out the 
blank below and drop it in the mail—DO IT NOW! 


UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 
Please send me INFORMATION regarding the course before which I have marked an X: 
Please enroll me in the course before which I have marked an X: 


Academic and Business Training Courses Technical and Industrial Courses 


Bu ‘ Mar Second Lieut. Prep Naval Academy Prep OCivil Engineer OConcrete Builder 
Ind M Pre t High School Subjects OSurveying & Mapping )Structural Engineer 
Pe oO s hip Electrical Engineering OPlumbing & Heating OChemistry 
I Business Correspondence Electric I ing O Radio })Pharmacy 
A G i English Mec ineer OSteam Engineering O Automobile Work 
C.P.A Ss raphy & Typing Mec! al Draftsman O Architect O Aviation Engines 

Cc A in ri | Service Mac Shop Practice OArchitect's Blue Prints Navigation 
B keepir Railway Mail Clerk Standard Hich School OContractor & Builder )Agriculture 
Private Secretary Common School Subjects Gas Engine Operating OArchitectural Draftsman O Mathematics 
St 1 Motorbus Transportation )Aviation Mechanics OAirplane Maintenance OPoultry 
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July, 1932 THE IEATHERNECK One 
Total strength Marine Corps on April 30 - 16,707 
COMMISSIONED AND WARRANT—April 30 - 1,172 

Separations during May 2 
1,170 

Appointments during May 1 
Total strength on May 31 1,171 
ENLISTED—Total strength April 30 15,534 
Separations during May 37 
15,127 

Joinings during May 193 
Total strength May 15,320 
Total strength Marine Corps May 31 16,491 


THE U. 8S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 

Major General Ben H. Fuller. The Major Gen- 
eral Commandant. 

Major General John T. Myers, Assistant to 
The Major General Commandant. 

Brigadier General Rufus H. Lane, The Adjutant 
and Inspector. 

Brigadier General Hugh Matthews, The Quar- 
termaster. 

Brigadier General George Richards. The Pay- 
master 


Officers last commissioned in the grades indi- 
cated: 


Col. James J. Meade 

Lt. Col. Wm. C. Powers. Jr 
Maj. Lemuel C. Shepherd, Sr 
Capt. Clinton W. McLeod 

Ist Lt. Ward E. Dickey. 


Officers last to make number in the crades 
indicated: 


Col. Chandler Campbell. 

Lt. Col. Wm. C. Powers, Jr. 
Maj. Roswell Winans. 

Capt. Paul A. Lesser. 

Ist Lt. David M. Shoup. 


THE U. S. MARINE CORPS CHANGES 
MAY 5, 1932. 


Major Marion B. Humphrey, detached Garde 
a@'Haiti. Port au Prince, Haiti. to Headquarters 
Marine Corps. Washington, D. C., via the June 
trip of the USS “Kittery.” 

Captain Gilder D. Jackson. on completion of 
the course detached the Infantry School, Ft. 
Benning. Ga., to the Naval War College. New- 
port, R. IL. to report not later than 30 June. 

Captain William W. Scott. on completion of 
the course at the Company Officers’ School, de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va., to MD, NP, NYd. 
Portsmouth, N. H 

Captain Frank D. Strong. on 27 May detached 
MB, Quantico, Va., to MD, USS “Arizona.” 

Ist Lt. Joseph L. Moody, detached Fourth Regi- 
ment, Shanghai, China, to Department of the 
Pacific 

Ist Lt. Robert J. Straub, detached Department 
of the Pacific, to MB, NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H.. 
via the USAT “St. Mihiel.”’ which sailed from 
San Francisco, Calif., on 23 April. 

2nd Lt. Thomas G. Ennis, on or about 21 May 
detached AS, ECEF, MB. Quantico. Va., to Ob- 
servation Squadron 9-M, First Brigade, Haiti, 
via the USS “Kittery.’’ scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 3 June. 


MAY 6, 1932. 

Colonel Jesse F. Dyer, on transfer of the Flag 
of the Commander-in-Chief. Asiatic Fleet, de- 
tached USS “Houston” to USS “Rochester.” 

Ist Lt. Harold E. Rosecrans, on discharge from 
Norfolk Naval Hospital detached MB. Norfolk 
NYd. Portsmouth, Va., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

William A. Buckley, detached 
Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China, to MB, NS, 
Cavite, P. I. 

ChfPayClk. Harry H. Thompson, retired as of 
1 June. 1932. 


MAY 10, 1932 


Major Anderson C. Dearing, detailed as an As- 
sistant Adjutant and Inspector. 

Major Woolman G. Emory, on reporting of his 
relief. on or about 15 June detached MB, NAS. 
Lakehurst. N. J., to MB, NTS, Newport. R. I. 
ae William S. Harrison, retired as of 1 June. 

Captain Harry B. Liversedge. detached MCB. 
NOB. San Diego. Calif., to Headquarters Depart- 
ment of the Pacific. San Francisco. Calif.. to re- 
Port not later than 20 May 


(Continued on page 2) 


THE U. S. MARINE CORPS ENLISTED 


MAY 10, 1932. 

Sergeant Cassius Baumeras—to be assigned to 
Pay Office on arrival in Haiti. 

Corporal Homer F. Cross—West Coast to MB, 
NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal William C. Jones—MB, Quantico, Va., 
to MB. AS. San Diego, Calif. 


MAY 11, 1932. 

Master Technical Sergeant George C. Morgan— 
MB. Quantico. Va., to MB, AS, Managua. Nica- 
ragua. 

Sergeant Boroski—RS, New York, N. Y.. to MB, 
NYd. New York, N. Y. 

Sergeant Bohus G. Sinkule—West Coast to 
Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment. 

Corporal Albert W. Hilchey—MB, NYd. Ports- 
mouth. N. H., to Haiti. 

Corporal Henry C. McCoy—MB, NA, Annapolis, 
Md., to MB. Washington, D. C. 

Corporal Frank G. Meeker—-MD, USS “Salt 
Lake City,” to MB, NTS, Great Lakes, Ill. 

Corporal Neil F. Young—MB, NOB, Key West, 
Fla., to MB, Quantico, Va. 


MAY 13, 1932. 

Corporal Duncan A. Gillis—MB, Hampton Roads, 
Va., to MB. NYd, Boston, Mass. 

Corporal Karl W. McGrath—MB, NOB. HRds.. 
Norfolk, Va., to MB, Quantico, Va. 


MAY 14, 1932. 
lst Set. A. E. Abbott—-MB, NS, Guam to United 
States. 


MAY 16, 1932. 


Sergeant John Anderson—MB, Quantico, Va.. 
to MD, AL, Peiping, China. 

Sergeant Harold Bishop—MB, Quantico, Va., to 
Haiti. 

Sergeant McKinley D. Hoskin—West Coast to 
Nicaragua. 

Corporal John Malnor—West Coast to Fourth 
Regiment. Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Kermit W. Smith—West Coast to MB, 
NYd, New York, N. Y. 


MAY 17, 1932. 

Gunnery Sergeant Raymond W. Kaltenback— 
MB, AS, Quantico, Va., to AS, Second Brigade, 
Haiti. 

Staff Sergeant William L. Staph—MB, AS, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Observation Squadron, 9-M, Haiti. 

Corporal Henry L. Knopes—West Coast to MB. 
Quantico, Va. 


MAY 18, 1932. 

First Sergeant Matthew H. Miller—MB, NAD, 
St. Julien’s Creek, Va., to MD, USS “Chester.” 

First Sergeant Mike Welsz—-MB, Quantico, Va.. 
to MB, NAD, St. Julien’s Creek, Va. 

Staff Sergeant Angelo J. LoGuidice—MD, USS 
“Chester” to MB, NS, New Orleans, La. 

Sergeant William E. Quarter—West Coast to 
MB, NYd. Washington, D. C. 

Corporal Bartow Cowden, Jr.—MB, Parris Island, 
S. C., to MB. Quantico, Va. 

Corporal Joe B. Limerick—MB, Parris Island, 
S. C., to MB, NYd. Philadelphia, Pa. 


MAY 20, 1932. 

Paymaster Sergeant Bernice S. Calbert—APM. 
Atlanta. Ga.. to APM, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Paymaster Sergeant Ray R. Maynard—MB. 
Quantico, Va., to MB, Washington, D. ; 

Staff Sergeant Ager B. Goodwin—APM, Phila- 
delphia, Pa., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Corporal Richard Z. Alderman—MB. NOB. 
HRds,. Norfolk. Va.. to MB. NAS, Pensacola, Fla 


MAY 21, 1932 
Master Technical Sergeant Oscar L. George 
(Continued on page 53) 


RECENT RE-ENLISTMENTS 


COFFINBARGER, Noble B., at San Diego, Calif.. 
5-24-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

ROSE, Charles J., at San Francisco, Calif., 5-24- 
32. for Depot of Supplies, San Francisco, Calif. 

BLACKBURN, Lawrence, at MB, Hawthorne, Nev.. 
5-24-32, for MB, Great Lakes, Ill. 

BULLOCK, Edmond V., at MB, Quantico, Va.. 
5-28-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

HILTON, Harold F., at MB, Pearl Harbor, T. H.. 
5-17-32, for East Coast of United States. 

NOELL, William L., at MB, Puget Sound, Wash- 
ington, 5-23-32, for MB. So. Charleston. W. Va 

TAYLOR, Hollis W., at NAS, San Diego. Calif.. 
5-21-32, for NAS, San Diego, Calif. 

WHITE, James L., at New Orleans, La., 5-26-32, 
for MB, New Orleans, La. 

BROWN, Charles E., at San Francisco. Calif.. 
5-22-32, for RS, DH, San Francisco, Calif. 

ASHLEY, George C., at MB, Parris Island, S. C.. 
5-26-32, for MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

CONRAD, Charles C., at Boston, Mass., 5-26-32. 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

PEYTON, Clarence E., at Hampton Roads, Va.. 
5-24-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

ALLEN, Russell R., ‘at MB, St. Juliens Creek, Va.. 
5-26-32, for MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 

COWDEN, Barton, Jr., at MB, Quantico, Va.. 
5-26-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

SISK, James T., at MB, Washington, D. C., 5-27- 
32. for MB, Washington, D. C. 

BONACKER, Albert F., at Pittsburgh, Pa., 5-25-32, 
for MB, So. Charleston, W. Va. 

DETWILER, Henry H., at Boston, Mass., 5-24-32. 
for MB, Portsmouth, N. H 

GRAHAM, Ernest W., at Pittsburgh, Pa., 5-25-32. 
for MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

GENTHNER, Phillip H., at Washington, D. C.. 
5-24-32, for Marine Corps Band, Washington, 


D. C 

LINDER, John, at San Diego, Calif., 5-19-32, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

HOLLEY, Louis M., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-24-32. 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

MIRICK, Gerald DeWitt, at MB, Quantico, Va.. 
5-24-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

TRAPP, John L., at MB, Portsmouth, Va., 5-24-32, 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va. 

CLAY, Paul M., at Philadelphia, Pa., 5-23-32, for 
MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

DOWDLE, Anthony J., at China, 4-23-32, for 
China. 

GLAZE, Joe W., at MB, Portsmouth, Va., 5-23-32, 
for MB, Pensacola, Fla. 

JONES, Eugene C., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-23-32, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

JONES, William C., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-23-32, 
for MB, AS, Quantico, Va. 

SATERS, James R., at MB, Hampton Roads, Va.. 
§-21-32, for MB, Hampton Roads, Va. 

BLANKENSHIP, Franklyn H., at Atlanta, Ga., 
5-19-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

BUMPS, Arthur E., at San Francisco, Calif., 5-18- 
32, for RS, San Francisco, Calif. 

CROWE, Donald E., at Los Angeles, Calif., 5-17- 
32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

MOBLEY, Eldridge C., at Los Angeles, Calif.. 
5-17-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

TENNYSON, Everett L., at Los Angeles, Calif., 
5-18-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

BLACKSTOCK, Lawrence A., at MB, Quantico. 
Va., 5-21-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

COX. Max, at Nicaragua, 5-2-32, for Nicaragua. 

GARVIN, Earl W., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-21-32. 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

GRIECO, Nicholas M., at Nicaragua. 5-2-32, for 
Nicaragua. 

MEYER, John J., at MB, Puget Sound, Wash.. 
5-16-32, for MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

MITCHELL, William E., at Nicaragua, 5-1-32. 
for Nicaragua. 

ROSSICH, Louis, at Nicaragua, 5-1-32, for Nica- 
ragua. 

(Continued on page 3) 
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| U. S&S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 


from page 1) 


ds 


Captain Louie W. Putnam, detached Nicaraguan 


National Guard Detact 


Diego. Calif.. via the U 


ment to MCB, NOB, San 
SS ‘Sirius.”’ scheduled to 


sail from Corinto on or about 13 June 
Capiain Frank Whitehead. on completion of the 
present class of the Field Officers’ Course. de- 


tached MB. Quantico, 
York. N. 
ist Lt. Samuel 5S 
USS “Helena 
Ist Lt George H 


Ballentine 
to MD. USS “Asheville 


Va to MB, NYd, New 
detached MD 


Bellinger. detached MB 


Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, Washington, to 


MB. Quantico, Va 


ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, transferred with Ma- 


rine Detachment from 
‘Sturdevant 


USS “Hannibal” to USS 


ist Lt. Cyril W. Martyr. transferred with Ma- 


rine Detachment from 


Overton 


ist Lt. Lewis B. Puller 
Va revoked On completion 


USS Philip to USS 


orders to MB, Quantico 
of the present 


course detached The Infantry School, Ft. Ben- 


ning. Ga.. to the N 
tachment via the 


a 
Ss 


sail from New Orleans 


June 


tan National Guard De- 
Suriname, scheduled to 
La.. on or about 17 


ist Lt. Robert L. Skidmore on reporting of 


relief detached MD, USS “Asheville 


Peiping. China 


to MD, AL 


2nd Lt. Joseph W. Earnshaw. orders from De- 
partment of the Pacific to MB, NTS Newport 


R. revoked 
San Diego, Calif 


MAY 13, 1932 


Assigned to duty at MCB. NOB 


Major Arnold W. Jacobsen, AQM. on 1 July 


detached MB. NYd. Ne 
mercial steamer scheduled 


Brigade, Hait via con 
to sail from New York 


w York, N. Y., to First 


on or about 6 July 


Captain Frank Whitehead. detailed an Assistant 


ster effective 


Nicaragua. to 
Nitro sched 
about 28 May 


15 June 

ll. detached Second 
MB, Quantico, Va.. via 
iled to sail from Corinto 


2nd Lt. Thomas D. Marks. assigned to duty at 


Headquarters Departme 
ne 


Francisco, Calif 


2nd Lt. Edward T. Pe 


nt of the Pacific, San 


ters, orders from Depart- 


ment of the Pacific to MB. NOB, Hampton Roads 


Norfolk. Va.. revoked 


2nd Lt. Donald M. Weller, detached MB, Nor- 


folk. NYd. Portsmouth 
Diego. Calif 


Va.. to MCB, NOB, San 


Chf@mCik. John Strong. assigned to duty at 


MB. NYd. Mare Island 
ChfPayClk. Arthur D 
Pearl Harbor. T. H.. to 


Calif 
Sisk. detached MB. NOB 
Department of the Pacific 


via first available Government conveyance 


MAY 14, 1932 


Captain John P. Adams. detached MB. Washing- 
ton. D. C to MD. USS “Saratoga.” 
Major Matthew H. Kingman, on transfer of the 


Flag of the Command 
detached USS Nokor 


ial Service Squadron 
USS “Fulton 


Captain Herman R. Anderson. on reporting of 


relief detached MD. U 


NOB. San Diego, Calif 
Captain Berne 
rine Detachment from 
Pulton 

Captain Clarence M 


to MCB 


transferred with Ma- 
USS “Nokomis” to USS 


Ruffner detached MB 


Puget Sound NYd. Bremerton, Washington, to 
MD. RS. Puget Sound NYd. Bremerton, Washing- 


ton 


ist Lt. John D. Blanchard. detached First 


Brigade. Haiti. to MB 
2nd Lt. Robert B. Luc 
rine Detachment from 


Parris Island. S 


key. transferred with Ma- 
USS “Nokomis” to USS 


2nd Lt Edson L. Lyman. detached MB, NOB 


New Orlean La.. to MB. Quantico, Va 


Weller. orders detachine 


this officer from MB. Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth 


Va.. to MCB, NOB, San 


MAY 16. 1932 
Captain Shaler Ladd 
Quantico, Va.. to MCB 
to report not later th 
Captain E 
ment of the 
June trip of 


Diego. Calif.. revoked 


on May 26 detached MB 
NOB. San Diego. Calif 


an June 30 
L. Mullaly, detached Depart- 


Quantico. Va.. via the 
nderson 


Captain Frar Strong. orders from MB 


Quantico. Va to MD 


USS “Arizona revoked 


On May 27 detached MB. Quantico, Va., to MCB 


NOB, San Diego. Calif 
June 30 


to report not later than 


ist Lt. Thomas J. Kilcourse. detached Fourth 
Ss 


Regiment to 
via the USS “C 
Shanghai. China. on or 
ist Lt. William M 
NOB, New Orleans, La 
Fla 


aumont 


Department of the Pacific 
scheduled to sail from 

about June 25 

O’Brien, detached MB. 
to MB, NAS, Pensacola. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


ist Lt. William B. Onley. detached Fourth Regi- 
ment, Shanghai, to Department of the Pacific 
via the USS “Chaumont scheduled to sail from 
Shanghai. China. on or about June 25 

ist Lt. Paul B. Watson. detached Headquarters 
Department of the Pacific. San Francisco. Calif., 
to MB, Norfolk NYd. Portsmouth. Va., via the 
June trip of the USS “Henderson 

ChfMarGnr. Emory T. Ozabal. detached MB. 
NYd. Mare Island. Calif.. to MB. Quantico, Va.. 
via the June trip of the USS ‘Henderson.’ 

ChfPayClk. Edward L. Claire, detached MCB. 
NOB, San Diego. Calif.. to MB. NYd. New York. 
N. Y¥.. via the June trip of the USS ‘‘Henderson.” 

The following named officers have been pro- 
moted to the grades indicated 

Major Leo D. Hermle 

Major Lemuel C. Shepherd, Jr 

Captain Harry E. Leland 

Captain William E. Quaster 

ist Lt. Frank P. Pysick 

Ist Lt. Roy M. Gulick 

Ist Lt. Charles G. Wadbrook 


MAY 17, 1932 

Major Lyle H. Miller. detached MCB, NOB 
San Diego. Calif.. to Asiatic Station via the SS 
President Wilson, scheduled to sail from Los 
Angeles. Calif.. on or about 29 May 

Captain Arthur D. Challa 
NTS. Keyport, Wash.. to Asiatic Station via the 
SS ‘President Jefferson.’ scheduled to sail from 
Seatt'e. Washington. on or about 11 June 
Captain Glenn E. Hayes, detached MCB, NOB 
San Diego. Calif., to Asiatic Station via the SS 
President Wilson scheduled to sail from Los 
Angeles. Calif.. on or about 29 May 

Captain Irving E. Odgers, on 30 May detached 
MCB. NOB. San Diego. Calif.. to MB. NTS 
Keyport. Wash 

Captain Leslie G. Wayt. detached MCB. NOB 
San Diego, Calif.. to Asiatic Station via the SS 
President Wilson scheduled to sail from Los 
Angeles. Calif.. on or about 29 May 

Ist Lt. Russell N. Jordahl, detached MB, NAD 
Puget Sound NYd, Wash., to Asiatic Station via 
the SS “President Jefferson. scheduled to sail 
from Seattle, Wash.. on or about 11 June 

Ist Lt. James E. Kerr, detached MB, NYd 
Mare Island, Calif.. to Asiatic Station via the SS 
President Wilson,.”’ scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif., on or about 3 June 

Ist Lt. Lee N. Uts. detached MCB. NOB. San 
Diego. Calif.. to Asiatic Station via the SS ‘‘Presi- 
dent Wilson.” scheduled to sail from Los Angeles, 
Calif., on or about 29 May 

2nd Lt. Joseph H. Berry. detached Department 
of the Pacific to Nicaraguan National Guard De- 
tachment via the USS “Nitro.’’ scheduled to sail 
from San Diego, Calif., on or about 18 May 


MAY 18, 1932 

Major Harry W. Weitzel. on reporting of relief 
detached MB, NAD. Hingham, Mass., to MB. 
Quantico. Va.. to report not later than 30 June 

Captain Samuel C. Cumming, on or about 20 
July detached MB. Quantico. Va.. to the Com- 
mand and General Staff School, Ft. Leavenworth. 
Kansas. to report not later than 20 August 

Captain Edward D. Kalbfleisch. on completion 
of the Field Officers’ Course detached MB. Quan- 
tico. Va.. to MB, NSB, Coco Solo, C. Z., via com- 
mercial steamer scheduled to sail from New York, 
N. ¥., on or about 21 June 

Captain Carl W. Meigs. orders from the Motor 
Transport School. Camp Holabird, Md., to Depot 
of Supplies. Philadelphia. Pa., modified to MB 
Quantico, Va 

ist Lt. John C. McQueen, detached Nicaraguan 
National Guard Detachment to MB, Quantico, Va., 
via the USS Vega. scheduled to sail from 
Corinto on or about 5 July 

Ist Lt. Thomas B. White. on or about 1 June 
detached NAS. Pensacola. Fla.. to the Naval 
Academy, Annapolis. Md., to report not later than 
30 June 

2nd Lt. Frank M. Reinecke, on 5 June detached 
MB. NAS. Pensacola. Fla., to MB. Quantico, Va 

2nd Lt. Boeker C. Batterton. detached First 
Brigade. Haiti, to the Motor Transport School. 
Camp Holabird. Md via the June trip of the 
USS ‘Kittery.” 


MAY 19. 1932 

Captain Walter J. Green. on 15 June detached 
MB, Parris Island. S. C., to MB. Quantico, Va 

Captain William J. Mosher, on 15 June de- 
ached MB, Parris Island. S. C.. to MB, Quantico, 
Va 

ist Lt. Hayne D. Boyden. detached AS, ECEF. 
MB. Quantico. Va.. to AS. Second Brigade. Nica- 
ragua. via commercial steamer scheduled to sail 
from New York. N on or about 25 June 

ist Lt. Roy W. Conkey. on 15 June detached 
MB. NYd. Phila... Pa.. to MB, Quantico, Va 

ist Lt. Henry T. Nicholas. on 15 June detached 
MB. NYd, Phila., Pa. to MB Quantico, Va 

Ist Lt. Julian N. Frisbie, on 15 June detached 
MB. NAS. Pensacola. Fla... to MB, Quantico, Va 

Ist Lt. David A. Stafford, on 15 June detached 
MB. NYd. New York. N. Y.. to MB. Quantico, Va 

2nd Lt. Roger T. Carleson. on 5 June detached 
MB, NOB. Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to MB, 
Quantico. Va 

The following named officers detached stations 
indicated to MB, Quantico, Va., to report not 
later than 30 June 


July, 1932 


Captain Thomas B. Gale, Dept. of the Pacific 

Captain Harry V. Shurtleff. AQM. Depot of 
Supplies. San Francisco, Calif 

Captain Francis C. Cushing, MB, NYd. Mare 
Island, Calif 

Captain Charles D. Sniffen, MB, Puget Sound 
NYd. Bremerton. Washington 

Ist Lt. Terrell J. Crawford, MB, Puget Sound 
NYd. Bremerton, Washington. 

Ist Lt. Walter W. Wensinger, MCB. NOB. San 
Diego, Calif 


MAY 20, 1932 


Captain Warren C. Barnaby, on 15 June de 
tached MB, NTS, Newport, R. L.. to MB, Quantic«c 
Va 

Captain Frank D. Creamer. on 18 June de- 
tached Depot of Supplies, Phila.. Pa. to MB 
Quantico, Va 

Captain Willard P. Leutze, on 15 June de- 
tached MB, NYd, Boston, Mass., to MB, Quantico 
Va 


MAY 21, 1932 


Colonel Raymond B. Sullivan. on or about 15 
June detached MB, Parris Island, S. C.. to MB 
Puget Sound NYd. Bremerton, Wash., to report 
not later than 1 July. 

Captain Martin J. Kelleher, detached MCB. 
NOB. San Diego, Calif., to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C., via the June trip of 
the USS “Henderson.” 

Ist Lt. Pierson E. Conradt, detached AS, ECEF. 
MB. Quantico, Va., to AS, Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua 

Ist Lt. Paul B. Watson, orders from Head- 
quarters Dept. of the Pacific to MB, Norfolk 
NYd. Portsmouth, Va., revoked. Detached Head- 
qua:ters Dept. of the Pacific to Recruiting District 
of Atlanta, Atlanta, Ga. 

Ist Lt. William J. Scheyer, detached Depart- 
ment of the Pacific to MB, Quantico. Va., via the 
June trip of the USS “Henderson.” 


MAY 23, 1932 


Captain Otto Salzman, detached MD, NP. NYd 
Mare Island, Calif.. to MB, Quantico, Va., to 
report not later than 30 June 

Ist Lt. James E. Jones, detached Dept. of the 
Pacific to MB, Parris Island, S. C., via the June 
trip of the USS “Henderson.” 

2nd Lt. Raymond F. Crist. Jr., detached Fourth 
Regiment, Shanghai, China, to MD, AL. Peiping. 
China 

The following named officers have been as- 
signed to duty with the Marine Detachment. 
American Legation, Peiping, China. 

Captain Francis S. Kieren. 

Captain Lloyd R. Pugh. 

2nd Lt. William P. Battell. 

2nd Lt. James P. Berkeley 

2nd Lt. Charles F. Shepard, Jr 


MAY 24, 1932 


Lt-Col. Howard W. Stone. on closing of the 
Recruiting District of Atlanta, Atlanta, Ga. 
detached from that district to Recruiting Dis- 
trict of Macon, Macon, Ga 

Major Roy D. Lowell, on reporting of his re 
lief detached MD. USS “Reina Mercedes.’ NA. 
Annapolis. Va 

Major John Potts. on completion of the course 
detached the Army Industrial College, Washing- 
ton, D. C., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Captain Oliver C. Hine, detailed an Assistant 
Quartermaster effective 20 June. 

Captain Roswell Winans, on completion of the 
course detached the Army Industrial College. 
Washington, D. C., to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C 

Ist Lt. Wm. H. Hollingsworth, detached Head- 
quarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., to 
MB, Washington, D. C 


MAY 25, 1932 


Captain Alfred H. Noble, detached MB. Quan- 
tico. Va.. to the First Brigade, Haiti, via the USS 
Kittery.’’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, 
Va.. on or about 10 August 

Captain Merwin H. Silverthorn, detached MCB. 
San Diego. Calif., to Recruiting District of Chi- 
cago. Chicago, Ill., to report not later than 30 
June 

2nd Lt. Chester R. Allen, on 15 June detached 
MB, Parris Island, S. C., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego. Calif.. to report not later than 30 June 
2nd Lt. George H. Cloud, on 15 June detached 
MB. Quantico. Va.. to MCB. NOB, San Diego. 
Calif.. to report not later than 30 June 

2nd Lt. Wallace M. Greene, on 15 June detached 
MB, NYd. Portsmouth, N. H., to MCB, NOB. 
San Diego, Calif., to report not later than 30 
June 

2nd Lt. Wilfred J. Huffman, on 15 June de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego. Calif., to report not later than 30 June 
2nd Lt. Orin K. Pressley, on 15 June detached 
MB. Quantico, Va.. to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif.. to report not later than 30 June 

2nd Lt. Frank M. Reinecke, on 15 June de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego. Calif., to report not later than 30 June 


(Continued on page 5) 
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BERNARD, Robert L.. at San Francisco, Calif.. 
5-16-32. for MCB. San Diego. Calif 

LUNBECK. Lonnie, at San Diego, Calif.. 5-14-32. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

SMITH. Paul, at San Diego, Calif., 5-14-32, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif 

LEWIS. Frederick G.. at MB. Quantico, Va.. 
5-20-32. for MB. Quantico, Va 

GARRETT, Vergil F.. at San Diego, Calif., 5-13-32. 
for MCB, San Diceo, Calif 

PAYTON, Leonard C.. at San Diego, Calif.. 5-12- 
32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

ROBISON, Vernon O., at Los Angeles, Calif.. 5-14- 
32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

DAVIS. Daniel G.. at MB, Boston, Mass., 5-19-32. 
for China via Hampton Roads, Va 

KESSLER. Ira L.. at Pittsburgh, Pa., 5-18-32. 
for West Coast via Hampton Roads. Va. 

TREES. Marion W.. at Washington, D. C 5-18-32. 
for MB. Parris Island, S. C 

ZOLLICOFFER, George B., at Chicago, Ill., 5-17- 
32. for MB, Quantico. Va. 

HARPER. Gayden R., at New Orleans. La., 5-17- 
32. for MB, New Orleans, La 

SMITH. Frank J., at New Orleans, La., 5-17-32. 
for MB, New Orleans. La 

MEEK. Charles O.. at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-17- 
32, for MB, Quantico, Va 

MINAHAN, Patrick. at MB, Portsmouth, Va.. 
5-17-32, for MB, New York, N. Y 

BRUNER. Alvin A.. at Vallejo, Calif., 5-12-32. 
for China via Mare Island, Calif 

McABEE. Dale, at Vallejo, Calif., 5-12-32, for 
MB, Mare Island. Calif 

KLEIN, Charles. at Haiti, 5-5-32. for Haiti 

MITCHELL. Thomas W., at MB, Lakehurst, N. J.. 
5-14-32, at MB, Lakehurst, N. J 

THOMAS. Frank, at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-16-32. 
for MB. Quantico, Va 

TROTTER. Melvin, at MB. Portsmouth, Va., 5-16- 
32. for MB, Pensacola, Fla 

O’NEIL. Cornelius, at Washington, D. C., 5-14-32, 
for Marine Corps Band, Washington, D. C. 

SINGER. Verne W.. at Los Angeles, Calif., 5-11- 
32. for MCB. San Diego, Calif 

TEOREY. Robert W., at San Diego, Calif., 5-10-32. 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif. 

NARKIEWICZ. John F., at MB, NYd, Washington, 
D. C., 5-16-32, for MB. Philadelphia, Pa. 

SKOWRONEK, Alfred, at China, 4-15-32, for 
China 

WEILAND. Robert at MB, Puget Sound, Wash.. 
5-9-32, for RS. San Francisco, Calif 

HARROD. Joe C., at San Diego. Calif., 5-7-32. 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif 

HENSEN, Eugene E., at San Francisco, Calif.. 
5-9-32, for MB, Mare Island, Calif 

STROM, Henry A., at Vallejo. Calif.. 5-9-32. for 
Guam via Mare Island, Calif 

DAULTON, Carl W., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-13- 
32. for MB, Quantico, Va 

CLEVELAND, Oren E.. at Washington. D. C.., 
5-12-32, for MB, New York. N. Y. 

ADAMS, Donald V., at San Francisco. Calif.. 
5-7-32, for MB. Mare Island, Calif 

SMITH. Albert. at MB, Indian Head, Md., 5-12- 
32. for MB, Portsmouth, N. H. 

WILSON, Daniel L., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-12- 
32. for MB, Quantico, Va 

MOSES, Alvin C., at New York, N. Y., 5-10-32. 
for Haiti via Hampton Roads, Va 

GADSBY. Harry F., at MB, Washington. D. C., 
5-12-32, for MB. Washington, D. C 

GRAVES, Jack R.. at MB, Indian Head. Md.. 
5-11-32, for MB. Indian Head, Md. 

JENKINS, Clarence L., at MB. Washington, D. C.. 
5-12-32, for MB, Washington, D. C. 

MILLS. Paul J., at MB, Boston, Mass., 5-11-32. 
for MB, Washington, D. C 

McKEEVER. John J., at Boston, Mass., 5-10-32. 
for West Coast via Hampton Roads. Va. 

MONTEJANO, Martin, at Los Angeles, Calif.. 
5-6-32. for MCB. San Diego. Calif 

LOWE, Hoyt G., at Chicago, Ill., 5-6-32. for MB. 
Quantico, Va 

BISBEE. Willard L.. at San Diego. Calif., 5-3-32. 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif 

ADAMS, William O., at San Diego, Calif., 5-1-32. 
for Department of Pacific. San Francisco, Calif 

PAVLICEK. Albert R., at San Francisco, Calif. 
5-3-32. for MCB. San Diego. Calif 

KANE. Henry. at San Francisco, Calif... 5-2-32. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

WITHERS. Sam W.., at Vallejo, Calif.. 5-1-32. for 
MB. Mare Island, Calif 

EWING, Jesse A., at Portland. Ore., 5-2-32, for 
MCB. San Diego. Calif. 

BERRY. Bert R., at NAS, San Diego, Calif.. 5-2-32. 
for AS. NAS, San Diego, Calif. 

DRAUGHON, Hubert C., at Baltimore, Md., 5-4- 
32. for MB, Hampton Roads, Va. 

COLLINS, James B., at Vallejo, Calif.. 4-30-32. 
for Philippine Islands via Mare Island, Calif 

JOHNSON, James. at Vallcjo, Calif., 4-30-32, for 
MB. Mare Island. Calif 

(Continued on page 5) 
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INCORPORATED 


Master or mate, president or apprentice, the man who 
works is an organized unit of human and industrial 
destiny. The success of employer depends upon the 


efficiency and faithfulness of employee. The comfort of ¢ a" 
his family, education of his children, his own welfare— ot ee 
these are the shares that reflect his progress, these are ie ee 


the stockholders in “I, Incorporated”! 


Ampition is a mighty force. It leads men 
to marvelous achievements, urges them on 
in the long, weary hours of disappointment. 
But ambition does not reach its fullest ex- 
pression until it is founded in responsibility 
.. until after desire has shifted from the 
flaming horizons of youth to the coura- 
geous determination of maturer years. 


In both years and experience the average 
student of the International Correspon- 
dence Schools has passed the meridian of 
his twenties. He works for a livelihood. 
He is head of a family. 

He still dreams his dreams, still accepts 
life as a high-flung challenge, but the real- 
ization is present that luck is not the pre- 
dominant force in shaping a career. He 
knows now that, more than anything else 
in the world, training is the equipment with 
which to achieve greater things for him- 
self and those dependent upon him. 


This is the reason—and the only reason 
—that he has enrolled in this School of the 
Second Chance. For enrolment offers him 
neither the fraternalism of classmates nor 
the stimulation of athletics; it is a self- 
imposed sentence at hard work, a commit- 


ment to 
spare - time 
study, a 
sacrifice of 
the super- 
ficial amuse- 
ments of the 
crowds. 

From this 
work and 
through 
these sacri- 
fices, am- 
bitious men 
everywhere 
have risen to 
positions of 
high trust 
and promi- 
nence. Many 
of them did 
not start careers with even the benefit of 
high-school education. But ambition tem- 
pered with responsibility gave them the 
incentive to re-dedicate their natural facili- 
ties and seek the training they needed to 
get ahead in an era of constantly increasing 
competition. 


July, 1932 


Col. Edward W. Rickenbacker, R. J. 
Wensley, E. O. Heinrich, Fred Duesenberg, 
Walter Chrysler—these are representative of 
many national leaders in their 
professions who testify to the part I. C. 
training has played in shaping their careers. 

Built on the solid foundation of service, this 
— ition has literally become an integral 

f Amer ican business and industry. More 
ie an 2 2300 « yutstanding industrial organizations 
and 350 railroad companies have agreements 
with I. C. S. for training their employees. 

“I, Incorporated,” when he seeks to in- 
crease dividends on the shares held in him, 
has the choice of more than 400 standard 

uurses and scores of special! courses. The 
courses have been prepared by leading 
authorities and are constantiy revised by 
them. Whatever the profession or ambi- 
tion of a man who wants to secure training 
and is willing to make spare-time sacri- 
fices for poe application, International 
Correspondence Schools extend the hand 
golden opportunity to him. 

You will find much valuable information 
in our booklet, “Who Wins and Why.” A 
request brings it, free 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE 
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RECENT RE-ENLISTMENTS 
| (Continued from page 3) 


as 


LA RUE. James S., at San Diego, Calif., 4-30-32, 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

POTTGETHER, Perez W., at Los Angeles, Calif.. 
§-2-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

THOMAS, Robert P., at San Diego, Calif., 4-30- 
32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

JACOBS, Clarence E., at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-6- 
32. for MB, Quantico, Va. 

SURPRENANT. Edward J., at Nicaragua, 4-14-32, 
for Nicaragua. 

GOFORTH, Frank A., at Philadelphia, Pa., 5-5-32, 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va. 

MARTIN, Frank, at Pittsburgh, Pa., 5-5-32, for 
MB, Portsmouth, N. H. 

COX, Jesse F.. at New Orleans, La., 5-4-32, for 
MB, New Orleans, La. 

PERRY, Alfred W., at MB, Hampton Roads, Va., 
5-5-32, for MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

LIEBERENZ, Leon H., at Chicago, Ill., 5-3-32, for 
MB. Quantico, Va. 

BURTON, Teressa C., at Vallejo, M. I., 4-27-32. 
for China via Mare Island, Calif. 

CRYSTAL. William F., at Philadelphia, Pa., 5-2- 
32. for MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

HALL, Clyde L., at Washington, D. C., 5-2-32, for 
Marine Corps Band, Washington, D. C. 

JONES, Herman E., at Washington, D. C., 5-2-32, 
for MB, Washington, D. C. 

DAVIS, Everett W., at San Francisco. Calif., 4-28- 
32. for Depot of Supplies, San Francisco, Calif 

PLUGE, John, at Vallejo, Calif., 4-28-32, for 
China via Mare Island, Calif. 

ARNEY. Duard E., at MB, Puget Sound, Wash.., 
4-27-32, for MB, Great Lakes, Ill 

PESCIO, Peter, at MB. Puget Sound, Wash.. 
4-27-32, for MB. Philadelphia, Pa. 

POSIK, John, at MB, Quantico, Va., 5-1-32, for 
MB. Quantico, Va. 

ROBB, Preston H., at MB, Hawthorne, Nev., 4-24- 
32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

EDWARDS, George F., at Vallejo, Calif., 4-25-32. 
for MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

STONE, Walter J., at Nicaragua, 4-12-32, for 
Nicaragua. 


U. S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 
(Continued from page 2) 


MAY 26, 1932 


Major William B. Sullivan, detail as an As- 
sistant Adjutant and Inspector revoked effective 
24 May 

Major Clarke H. Wells, APM, on 1 June de- 
tached Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington. 
D. C., to MD, AL, Peiping, China, via SS “Presi- 
dent Harrison,”’ scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif., on or about 24 June. 

Ist Lt. Archie V. Gerard, on reporting of his 
relief detached MD, USS “Idaho,”’ to MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va. 

lst Lt. Homer L. Litzenberg. Jr., on reporting 
of his relief detached MD, USS “New Mexico," to 
MB, NYd, Phila., Pa. 

lst Lt. Paul B. Watson. orders from Head- 
quarters Dept. of the Pacific. San Francisco, 
Calif., to Recruiting District of Atlanta modified 
to Recruiting District of Macon, Macon, Georgia. 

2nd Lt. Ward E. Dickey, on 15 June detached 
MB, Parris Island, S. C., to MD, USS “Idaho.” 

2nd Lt. Robert H. McDowell, on 15 June de- 
tached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to MD, USS 
“New Mexico.” 

ChfQMClk. John T. Baugh, orders from Sec- 
ond Brigade, Nicaragua to MB, Quantico, Va., 
modified to MB, NYd, Phila., Pa. 

ChfQmcClk. Frederick I. VanAnden, on report- 
ing of his relief detached MB. NYd, Phila.. Pa., to 
MB, Quantico, Va. 


MAY 31, 1932. 


Major Joseph C. Fegan, detached Garde d’Haiti 
to MB. Quantico, Va., via the June trip of the 
USS “Kittery.” 

Major George C. Hamner, on reporting of his 
relief detached MB, NSB, Coco Solo, Canal Zone, 
to MB, Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, Va. 

Captain Gus L. Gloeckner, detached Fourth 
Regiment, Shanghai, China, to Dept. of the 
Pacific via the USS “Chaumont,” scheduled to 
sail from Shanghai, China, on or about 25 June. 

Captain George W. Shearer, AQM, on or about 
20 June detached MB, Quantico, Va., to MB, 
Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, Washington. 

Captain John A. Tebbs, detached Nicaraguan 
National Guard Detachment to Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua. 

lst Lt. Cornelius J. Eldridge, detached MB, NS. 
Guam, to Dept. of the Pacific via first available 
Government conveyance. 

2nd Lt. Wilson T. Dodge, detached First Brigade. 
Haiti, to MB, Parris Island, S. C., via June trip 
of USS “Kittery.” 

MarGnr. Robert E. McCook, on acceptance of 
appointment as Marine Gunner assigned to duty 
at MB, Quantico, Virginia. 


THE I§ATHERNECK 


On completion of the Basic School the follow- 
ing named second lieutenants detached MB, NYd. 
Phila., Pa., to stations indicated: 

Harry S. Leon, MB, NYd, Boston, Mass. 

Robert E. Fojt, MB, NOB, Hampton Roads. 
Norfolk, Va 

Robert S. Brown, MB, NAS, Lakehurst, N. J. 

Wright C. Taylor, MB, Norfolk NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va. 

Frederick L. Wiesman, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Clifton R. Moss, MB, Quantico, Va. 

John A. White, MB, Quantico, Va. 

George R. Shell, MB, Quantico, Va. 

August Larson, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Henry T. Elrod, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Edward B. Carney, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Luther S. Moore, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Lewis C. Hudson, Jr., MB, Quantico, Va. 

Edward H. Forney, Jr., MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Wayne H. Adams, MB, Parris Island, S. C 

Clifford H. Shuey, MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Austin R. Brunelli, MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

John H. Cook, Jr., MB, Washington, D. C. 

Albert J. Keller, MB, Washington, D. C. 

Edmund B. Games, MB, Washington, D. C. 

Harlan C. Cooper, MB, NTS, Newport, R. I. 

William K. Pottinger, MB, NTS, Newport, R. I 

Edward J. Dillon, MB, NTS, Newport, R. I. 

James H. Brower, MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 

Harold I. Larson, MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 
JUNE 1, 1932. 

Captain James W. Webb, detached MB, Wash- 
ington, D. C., to Recruiting District of Macon, 
Macon, Ga., to report on 1 July. 

ist Lt. Homer L. Litzenberger, Jr., detached 
MB, NYqd, Phila., Pa., to Recruiting District Macon, 
Macon, Ga., to report on 1 July. 

2nd Lt. Paul Drake, detached First Brigade. 

Y. 


* Haiti, to MB, NYd, New York, 


JUNE 3, 1932. 

Major Alley D. Rorex, when directed by the 
Commander, Training Squadron, detached USS 
“Arkansas,”" to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C., to report not later than 30 
June. 

Captain Erwin Mehlinger, detached MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to Asiatic Station 
via the USS “Henderson,” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 8 July. 

Captain Charles N. Muldrow, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to Asiatic Station via the USS 
““Henderson,”’ scheduled to sail from Quantico, 
Va., on or about 6 July 

Captain John T. Walker, detached MB, NYd, 
Phila., Pa., to Garde d'Haiti, via the USS “Kit- 
tery,”” scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, 
Va., on or about 9 July. 

Captain Sherman L. Zea, detached MCB, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif., to Asiatic Statoin via the USS 
“Henderson,” scheduled to sail from San Diego, 
Calif.. on or about 27 July. 

Ist Lt. Benjamin W. Atkinson, detached MB, 
NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H., to Dept. of the Pacific. 

[Ist Lt. Raymond P. Coffman, on reporting of 
his relief detached MD, USS “Northampton,” to 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

ist Lt. Chester B. Graham, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to MD, USS “Northampton,” to report 
not later than 30 June. 

Ist Lt. James G. Hopper, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Asiatic Station via the USS ‘“‘Hender- 
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son,’’ scheduled to sail from Quantico, Va., on or 
about 6 July. 

Ist Lt. Charles G. Wadbrook, detached MB, 
NAS, Lakehurst, N. J., to Asiatic Station via the 
USS “‘Henderson,’’ scheduled to sail from Quan- 
tico, Va., on or about 6 July. 

2nd Lt. Richard W. Hayward, detached MB, 
NYd, Phila., Pa., to MB, Quantico, Va., to report 
not later than 30 June. 

2nd Lt. Marcellus J. Howard, detached MB, 
NYd, Phila., Pa., to MB, Quantico, Va., to re- 
port not later than 30 June 

2nd Lt. Bankson T. Holcomb, on completion of 
the present class of the Basic Course detached 
MB, NYd, Phila., Pa., to Asiatic Station via the 
USS ‘Henderson,’ scheduled to sail from Quan- 
tico, Va., on or about 6 July. 

The following named second lieutenants de- 
tached MB, NYd, Phila., Pa., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif., via the USS “‘Henderson,"’ scheduled 
to sail from Quantico, Va., on or about 6 July 

Charles R. Jones 

Donovan D. Sult. 

Billy W. King. 

Samuel G. Taxis. 

Robert L. McKee. 

The following named appointed second lieu- 
tenants in the Mariae Corps on 2 June and 
ordered to duty at MB, NYd, Phila., Pa., to re- 
port not later than 30 June 

Robert R. Porter. 

Ellsworth N. Murray. 

Robert L. Denig, Jr. 

Thomas J. Colley. 

Marvin T. Starr. 

A‘pha L. Bowser, Jr. 

Robert O. Bisson. 

James C. Bigler. 

Forest C. Thompson. 

Oscar A. Heinlein, Jr. 

Walter Asmuth, Jr. 

Howard J. Turton 

Marion A. Fawcett. 

Clarence O. Cobb. 

Joseph Thompson. 

George Corson. 

William K. Enright. 

Harvey C. Tschirgi. 

Cleo R. Keen 

George N. Carroll. 

Julian G. Humiston. 

Paul J. Shovestul. 

Hector de Zayas. 

James G. Smith. 


JUNE 4, 1932. 


Captain Eugene F. C. Collier, detached Garde 
da@’Haiti to MB, Quantico, Va., via the July trip 
of the USS “Kittery.” 

Ist Lt. John D. Blanchard, orders from First 
Brigade, Haiti, to MB, Parris Island, S. C., modi- 
fied to MB, NYd, Phila., Pa. 

Ist Lt. John C. Donehoo, Jr., on 11 June de- 
tached MB, Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, Va, to 
MD, Camp Rapidan, Criglersville, Va. 

2nd Lt. Norman Hussa, on 8 June detached 
MB, NYd, Phila., Pa., to MB, NYd, New York, 
N. ¥ 


2nd Lt. Francis B. Loomis, detached MB, 
Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, Va., to AS, WCEF, 
NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

ChfPClk. Arthur D. Sisk, detached Dept. of 
the Pacific to Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C., to report not later than 30 June. 


JUNE 6, 1932. 


Major Clifton B. Cates, detached Fourth Resgi- 
ment, Shanghai, China, to Dept. of the Pacific via 
the USS “Chaumont,”” scheduled to sail from 
Shanghai, China, on or about 25 June. 

Major Thad T. Taylor, detached Fourth Regi- 
ment, Shanghai. China, to Dept. of the Pacific 
via the USS “Chaumont,” scheduled to sail from 
Shanghai, China, on or about 25 June. 

Captain Richard Livingston, detached MD, AL, 
Peiping, China, to Dept. of the Pacific via the 
SS “President Lincoln,’ scheduled to arrive at 
San Francisco, Calif., on 28 June. 

Captain Thomas A. Tighe, detached Fourth 
Regiment, Shanghai, China, to Dept. of the Pacific 
via the USS “Chaumont,”’ scheduled to sail from 
Shanghai, China, on or about 25 June. 

Captain John M. Tildsley, detached Fourth 
Regiment, Shanghai, China, to Dept. of the 
Pacific via the USS “Chaumont,”’ scheduled to 
sail from Shanghai, China, on or about 25 June. 

lst Lt. Archie V. Gerard. orders to MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., modified to MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Ist Lt. William A. Hamilton, detached MD, AL, 
Peiping, China, to Dept. of the Pacific via the 
SS “President Lincoln,”’ scheduled to arrive at 
San Francisco, Calif.. on 28 June. 

2nd Lt. Richard P. Ross, Jr., detached MD. 
AL, Peiping, China, to Dept. of the Pacific via 
the SS ‘President Lincoln,’ scheduled to arrive 
at San Francisco, Calif., on 28 June. 


JUNE 7, 1932. 

Major Paul A. Capron, AQM, on reporting of 
his relief detached First Brigade, Haiti, to Depot 
of Supplies, NOB, Hampton Roads, Va., via the 
July trip of the USS “Kittery.” 

Captain James L. Denham, on 11 June de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va.. to MB, NAS, Pensa- 
cola, Fla., to report not later than 25 June. 


(Continued on page 53) 
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I sell five times as 
many now... 


“For every pack I used to 
sell I now sell five. If you 
ask me why, I can only tell 
you what smoker after smoker 
tells me: ‘Chesterfields are 
milder, they taste better, 
they’re made right, they 
smoke cool and smooth. They 
Satisfy’.” 


\ omen don’t want 
a cigarette that’s 
“made for women” 


They want a mild cigarette, 
of course, but they want one 
with a satisfying taste, that’s 
not too sweet, not insipid. 
They know what they want 
and where to get it. That’s 
why more women are chang- 


ing to Chesterfield every day. 
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The Rifle Matches At Quantico 


UANTICO was recently the 
scene of the Eastern Divisional 
and Marine Corps Rifle and 
Pistol Matches, shooting events which are always 
of much interest to all Marines whether in or out 
| of active service. 

In the Eastern Divisional Rifle Match there were ninety- 
five authorized entries of enlisted personnel who were eligible 
for medals. In addition to these were entered thirty-seven 
officers, Distinguished Riflemen, and members of the Asiatic 
team who are allowed to shoot in this match for practice. You 
might say that these one hundred and thirty-one entries included 
the cream of shooters stationed on the Eastern-Central and 
North-Eastern seaboard. The entries from each post varied 
according to the number of men attached to the particular post. 

The morning of Tuesday, May 31st, dawned bright and clear 
which foretold that some excellent scores were to be rung up in 
the Preliminary Match. This preliminary is shot to give the 
competitors a chance to get their final dope, the scores deter- 
mining their target and relay in the match proper. 

Naturally every competitor tried his best for a high score 
in order to be on the first relay on the opening day of the big 
match so that he would have the advantage of the good early 
morning light and atmospheric conditions prevailing at that 
time. 

The preliminary match is fired once over the National Match 
course which consists of: 

10 shots slow fire; position standing; time limit one 
minute per shot; range, 200 yards. 

10 shots slow fire at 600 yards; position prone; time 
limit, one minute per shot. 

20 shots slow fire at 1000 yards; position prone; time 
limit, one and one-half minutes per shot. 

10 shots rapid fire at 200 yards; position, standing to 
sitting or kneeling; time limit, one minute. 

10 shots rapid fire at 300 yards; position, standing to 
prone; time limit, one minute and ten seconds. 

The “A” target being used for rapid fire. 

_ The following day opened for the Eastern Divisional Match 
Just as bright and clear as the previous one. Perhaps, even 
more so, with a light wind blowing from the left. It was readily 
seen, or felt, that before the day was over it was also going tv 
be a mighty warm one, too. 

Seven o’clock found all competitors on the starting range 
determined to shoot it out in a grim manner for the medals, 
which carry with them a leg on Distinguished Marksman, the 
ultimate aim of every shooter in the Corps. 

Gy-Sgt. Morris Fisher started off in the lead at the first 
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range with a possible 50 off-hand. A mean 
score for anyone to overtake, but the day 
was still young, and he was soon over- 
taken and tied at the next range by 2nd Lt. George Van Orden. 
These two stayed tied for the first four ranges in the lead. 

On the second time over the short ranges it was easily to be 
seen that some dark horses were creeping up on the leaders. 
At the finish of the first day’s shooting, Pvt. George W. Walker 
of Nicaragua held first place with a score of 371; Gy-Sgt. 
Morris Fisher of Quantico was second with 370; Sgt. Lucien N. 
Hudson of Quantico was third with 368; and Pvt. Leonard W. 
Carlson of Quantico was fourth with 367. A very close race 
with three dark-hued bipeds right up in the money. 


The Score Board Tells the Story 
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But many a race has been lost (and 
won) in the last furlong, and we still had 
the 1000-yard range to shoot over twice. 
This was fired the following morning, 
and when the smoke, along with the bad 
mirages and buck-fevers, had cleared 
away, another dark horse was found to 


have crept up and won the match. This 
young and coming shooter was none 
other than Cpl. Dora G. Alexander of 


the Washington Navy Yard. 

The scores on this match can be found 
elsewhere in these columns. 

The Marine Corps Rifle Match got 
underway on the morning of Tuesday, 
June 7th. The weather and atmospheric 
conditions being about the same as the 
week of the Divisional Match, 


previous 
turned out to be 


except that the day 
very hot. 
There were an even 100 entries for 


this match. All competitors having won 
a medal or placed in a divisional match 
this year. This was the cream of the 
Marine Corps insofar as shooters are 
concerned. Places or medals in this 
match don’t go cheap because these boys 
are out to hit nothing but the black, and 
they certainly hit that heavy. 

It was decided previously to shoot this 
match entirely in one day. Why it was 
decided thus we don’t exactly know, but 
we've figured out it must have been to 
test the stamina of the shooters and their ability to stick in 
the face of great odds. For you know that the Marine Corps 
Rifle and Pisol Team Squad is practically picked from the 


results of this match. 
This was a hard-fought battle all the way, and after the 
last shot had been fired and the result tallied on the board, 


it was found that Gy-Sgt. John Blakley had carried off first 
honors. In this he was closely followed by Pvt. Salvatore J. 
Bartletti. 

The following morning, Thursday, found all the trophy teams 


Gy-Sgt. John Blakley 
Winner of the Laucheimer Trophy 


July, 1932 


Gunner Boschen was in the lead with a 
score of 83 points, trailed by Cpl. E. V 
Seeser who had an 82. From then on it 
Was a toss-up as to just who was com 
ing out on top as far as the Pistol Match 
was concerned. Let me add here, too, 
that Mr. Boschen’s name was not heard 
among discussors as the probable win 
ner. But as has happened many times 
before, the well-known dark horse came 
through and when all was over his name 
led all the rest with a score of 517 out 
of a possible 600. His nearest com- 
petitor was Ist Lt. William W. David 
son from the Marine Barracks, Wash 
ington, D. C., whose score was 508. But 
this was only the Pistol Match. Now to 
find the winner of the Laucheimer Trophy 

The Laucheimer Trophy is awarded 
annually to the officer or enlisted man 
having the highest final score, which is 
the sum of his total scores in the Marine 
Corps Rifle and Pistol Competitions. 
This award is a gold medal and a lette: 
of commendation from the Major Gen- 
eral Commandant. The name of the 
winner is also engraved upon the trophy, 
which is emblematic of the rifle and 
pistol championship of the Marine Corps, 
and which, under the conditions of award, 
must be kept in the office of the Majo: 
General Commandant at headquarters, 
United States Marine Corps. 

When the smoke of a hard fought battle had cleared sufficientiy 
to tally the scores it was determined that the coveted Lauch- 
heimer had been won by Gy-Sgt. John Blakley with a total! 
score with the rifle and pistol of 1076. 

The writer here takes this dpportunity to extend the hearty 
congratulations of the entire Corps to Gy-Sgt. Blakley on his 
excellent shooting. 

Report of places and medal winners in Eastern Division Rifle 
Competition held at Rifle Range, Marine Barracks, Quantico, 
Va., on 25th and 26th of May, 1932: 


lined up to shoot it out for the Elliott and Wirgman Trophies. 
The Elliott Trophy was won by the team from Haiti, and the Standing Name Rank Agg. Score Meda! 
Wirgman Trophy was carried away by the team from the 1, Alexander, Dora G. Cpl. 552 Gold 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 2. Carlson, Leonard E. Pvt. 547 Gold 
Thursday afternoon was fired the final event of the Matches. 3. Walker, George W. Pfe. 543 Silver 
Probably the most important match to some of the shooters, 4. Hudson, Lucien N. Sgt. 543 Silver 
because this event also determined the winner of the Laucheimer Dist. Fisher, Morris Gy-Sgt. 542 
Trophy. This match was the Marine Corps Pistol Match. Dist. Davidson, William W. Ist Lt. 540 
Words can hardly describe the tenseness that prevailed be- Off. Van Orden, George O. 2nd Lt. 538 Silver 
fore and during this match. It was readily seen that all com- Dist. Guy, William T. Cpl. 536 
petitors meant to have that coveted Laucheimer at the close 5. Hagan, Ralph H. Pvt. 533 Silver 
of this match, and a goodly crowd of spectators was on hand Dist. Edwards, John F. Pvt. 532 
to see and congratulate the winner. 6. Daugherty, Charles S. Pvt. 531 Silver 
At the finish of the first range it was found that Chief Marine Dist. Williby, Byrl C. Cpl. 530 
Murray, James A. 
Pfc. 529 Silver 
Freeman, Allen R. 
Cpl. 529 Silver 
Dist. Easterling, William A. 
Set. 529 
9. Lemons, Johnnie G. 
Cpl. 529 Silver 
10 White, Thomas 
Pvt. 528 Bronze 
11. Epperson, John D. 
Pvt. 528 Bronze 
ad Smith, Fredrick W. 
Set. 527 Bronze 
13. Taylor, George S. 
Set. 527 Bronze 
14. Wood, Ernest L. 
Pfe. 526 Bronze 
15. Augustsen, Walter E. 
Cpl. 526 Bronze 
Off. Marie, Louis E. 
Ist Lt. 525 Bronze 
16. Rucker, Clarence E. 
Set. 525 Bronze 
17. Degnan, Jack, Jr. 
Pfe. 524 Bronze 
ELLIOTT TROPHY WINNERS COME FROM HAITI gs 
Sitting, left to right: Sgt. Raines, Guilment, Lt. J. D. Blanchard; Cpl. Dodrill, 19. Madden, Edward A. 
Richardson; Standing, Chief Marine Gunner Calvin Lloyd, team captain. Pfe. 524 Bronze. 
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, Report of places and Medal Winners in Eastern Division . — 
Pistol Competition held at Rifle Range, Marine Barracks, 
t Quantico, Va., on May 26th, 1932: 
Standing Name Rank Agg. Score Medal 
j Dist. Fisher, Morris Gy-Sgt. 521 
a Slocum, Samuel L. Set. 519 Gold 
; Dist. Davidson, William W. Ist Lt. 497 
p 4 Mason, John G. Set. 476 Silver 
. i Off. Boschen, Henry Ch.Mg. 475 Silver 
t ' Off. Hamilton, George D. Capt. 469 Silver 
3. Nilsson, Nils A. Set. 469 Silver 
4. Mowell, Ross B. Cpl. 467 Bronze 
5. Clark, Norman R. Cpl. 466 Bronze 
Off. MeQuillen, Francis J. 2nd Lt. 463 Bronze 
, Off. Richards, William P. Capt. 460 Bronze 
Off. Miller, Lyman G. Ist Lt. 458 Bronze 
i 6. Feldbrugge, Erwin J. Pvt. 454 Bronze 
' 7. Walker, George W. Pfe. 454 Bronze. 
Report of places and Medal Winners in Marine Corps Rifle 
Competition held at Rifle Range, Marine Barracks, Quantico, 
Va., on June Ist, 1932: 


Rank 
Gy-Sgt. 


Name 
Blakley, John 


Standing 
Dist. 


: Dist. Bartletti, Salvatore J. Pvt. 

: Dist. Seeser, Edward V. Cpl. 
Dist. Bailey, Henry M. Gy-Set. 
1. Jost, John F. Cpl. 
2. Guilmet, Oliver A. Set. 
Dist. Hamrick, Frelan S. Set. 
Dist. Harris, Claude N. Set. 
Powell, Emery M. Set. 
4. Breakey, Willard C. Pvt. 


Dist. Van Orden, George O. 2nd Lt. 
5. Walker, George W. Pfc. 

Off. Blanchard, John D. Ist Lt. 
Dist. Raines, Carl Set. 
Lee, Melvin Pfc. 

Dist. King, Harvey R. Ist Sgt 
6. Dodrill, Sherman W. Cpl. 

Dist. Tiete, Joseph R. Gy-Set 

Dist. Davidson, William W. Ist Lt. 
Dist. Roberts, Sterling P. Set. 
7 Taylor, George S. Set. 
: 8. Daugherty, Charles S. Pvt. 
9. Madden, Edward A. Prfe. 

Off. Boschen, Henry Ch.Mg. 
10. Perdue, Emmit. Pvt. 


Report of places and Medal Winners 
in Marine Corps Pistol Competition held 
at Rifle Range, Marine’ Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., on June 2nd, 1932: 


Standing Name 

Rank Agg. Score Medal 
Off. Boschen, Henry 

Ch.Mg. 517 Gold 
Dist. Davidson, William W. 

Ist Lt. 508 
Dist. Blakley, John 

Gy-Szt. 505 
Dist. Bailey, Henry 

Gy-Segt. 505 
Dist. Fisher, Morris 

Gy-Set. 499 
1. Fowel, Roy M. 

Gy-Set. 499 Gold 
Dist. Slocum, Samuel L. 

Set. 497 
2. Corry, Houston P. 

Pfe. 496 Silver 
3. Miller, John C. 

Gy-Set. 493 Bronze 

Dist. Wilck, Carl 

Ist Set. 489 
4, Nugent, James E. 

Pvt. 487 Bronze 
5. Mowell, Ross B. 

Cpl. 482 Bronze 


Agg. Score Medal Shooting the Pistol Matches at Quantico 
571 
567 
— Elliott Trophy Match held at Rifle Range, Marine Barracks, 
, i Ja. 2nd, 1932: 
BBR Gold Quantico, Va., on June 2nd, 1932 
po Gold 1. Haiti: Winner of Elliott Trophy. 
553 Dodrill, Sherman Cpl. 268 1101 
552 Bronze 
551 Bronze 2. Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C.: Winner of Wirgman 
551 Trophy. 


West Coast Team. 


551 winner of West W., Sat... 278 

549 267 
He WINNERS LAUCHEIMER TROPHY MATCH 
Name and Rank RifleScore Pistol Score _—‘Total 
544 Bronze Blakley, John, Gy-Sgt. .... 571 505 1076 
544 Bailey, Henry M., Gy-Sgt. .. 558 505 1063 
544 Bronze Boschen, Henry, Ch.Mar.Gun. 544 517 1061 


M.B. WASHINGTON, D. C.. WINNER OF THE WIRGMAN TROPHY 


Kneeling, left to right: Sgt. F. W. Smith, Ist Lt. W. W. Davidson, Pvt. J. D. Epperson 
Standing: Sgt. J. G. Mason, Cpl. H. E. Brownell. 


43 
J 


Ten 


Shorty 
Rides the 
Devil Horse 


By 
ALONZO WYNN 


With a thump 


that sounded clear 
across the big room, 
fist and chin came together 


IFEUTENANT HARRY HOLT, better known as 
“Shorty,” leaned forward in the pilot’s seat of his 
pet plane, the “Mary Ann,” cut the power and 
pointed the scarlet nose downward in a _ wide 
spiral. Then he turned half way around and yelled 
through the shrill of struts and wings: 

Big Boy, what would you do if you knew a certain 
trying to pry him loose 


fellow was trying to frame your dad 


from his property?” 

Lieutenant Gorman bent his tall form forward from the rear 
cockpit, and with dark eyes closed to narrow slits peered at 
his companion. “Huh?” he ejaculated. “What would I do? 
Hell, I reckon I'd paste him one on the end of his beak for a 
starter. If that didn’t cure him, I'd try th’ tip of his chin. 
What th’ devil are you gettin’ at, Shorty?” 

Lieutenant Holt touched a rudder bar 
glanced calculatingly downward at a grey 
mile or more beneath them, then added: 

“IT had a double reason for asking you out here to this wild 
country, Big Boy. You see, dad’s struck gold and there’s a 
tough crowd hangin’ ‘round Coyote Gulch where his cabin 
is. A gang-leader known as Squint-Eye Moran is trying to 
scare dad off from his claim ng 

Shorty touched the throttle, the stick came gradually back, 
and with the Wasp engine roaring, the “Mary Ann” pointed 
upward in a steep glide. With the altimeter pointer turning 
continuously, a high mountain range glided from under the 
blue fuselage while for a second the white wings blended with 
the snow-capped peak. Another moment, and Shorty had cut 
the power. The plane was shrilling downward in a tight circle. 

“Almost there,” he shouted boyishly to his pal in the rear 
cockpit. “See that log cabin at the edge of the gulch? That's 
dad’s little hut , 

Already the “Mary Ann” was flashing her scarlet tail in the 
bright sun's rays, as she eased gracefully downward into a 
wide canyon, where looming grey-rock walls made the bound- 
aries of the hamlet called Coyote Gulch. Log cabins and 
dobe-huts, with now and then a two-story frame building made 
up the visible habitations, while a dusty trail constituted the 
Post Office, and two 


with one foot, 


ocean of 


expert 
sand a 


main highway leading past a store, a 
saloons. 
This was Gorman’s first visit to Shorty’s old home. He 


had heard vivid descriptions of this Arizona wilderness, since his 
pal had been transferred to the San Diego Marine Service 
where he himself was stationed. 

As the plane touched her landing wheels and taxied to a 
stop, Shorty grinned expectantly. “Here we are, Big Boy,” 
he cried. “Dad’ll be bustin’ through that door in a minute - 2 

The two Leathernecks slid from the plane, and Gorman fol- 
lowed curiously behind his eager companion. Suddenly Shorty 
stopped and pointed toward the cabin-door. A splintered pine 
board was nailed across the weather-worn doorway. 


“Now what th’ devil can that mean?” he muttered in a 
puzzled tone. “Dad didn’t say anything abeut closing this 
shack!” 
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Lieutenant Gorman placed a big hand on the crudely nailed 
cross-piece. With a wrench the board was torn loose and fel! 
clattering to the sun-baked ground. “We'll soon find out, 
Shorty,” he said cooly. “Looks like crooked stuff to me- i: 

Gingerly, Holt pushed the door open. Then with a pitiful 
cry he bounded into the cabin and stooped over a huddled form 
upon the rough floor. “They’ve shot dad!” he cried in an 
awed voice. 

The limp form moved a trifle, and Shorty snatched a pillow 
from a nearby couch for the blood-smeared head. “In that 
cupboard, quick, Gorman!” he urged as he pointed with one 
finger. “Get the whisky.” 

A few drops of the fiery liquid seemed to put new life into 
the blue lips. Grey eyes opened, and Shorty bent lower to catch 
the faint whisper “Yes, dad,” he coaxed shakily, “who did it?” 


“Moran,” the dying man mumbled with a painful effort. 
“He ... he tortured me ... hot iron... my feet. Took my 
gold dust more in stove oven he didn’t find ——” a 


gasp and Jim Holt had passed on. 

Shorty Holt got to his feet, a grim, hard lookin his usually 
smiling blue eyes. “My God, somebody’s going to pay for this!” 
he said tensely. 

Lieutenant Gorman grasped his pal’s trembling hand, his own 
like a steel beam in its coolness. “Keep cool, boy. We'll get 
th’ devil. Where does this Moran hang out? Yuh happen to 
know ?” he queried while one hand fondled his gun holster. 

Shorty tried to think. “I dunno where his home is—he comes 
an’ goes like any other rattlesnake. He’s over to th’ Blue 
Ram quite frequently, when he isn’t off holdin’ up a bank or 
something. Guess I'll notify the sheriff, about the first thing 
Ido. He’s located at Red Cliffs, a dozen miles west of here.” 

Leaving his companion to guard the hut, Shorty hurried over 
to the nearest phone, which happened to be at the general store. 
He realized that several hard-looking loungers were listening 
intently as he told his story to the sheriff. But he failed to see 
two of the men, as they gave each other a meaning wink, then 
slouched out the door. 

After calling at the Post Office, and talking a short time with 
an old acquaintance, Shorty went back to the gloomy hut. He 
found the tall lieutenant busily reloading his blue-barreled 
automatic. 

“What’s up, Big Boy!” he queried soberly. 
on a coyote or something?” 

Lieutenant Gorman turned slowly. “Yeah, I guess you might 
call it that ——” he holstered his gun. 

Then he added: “It’s a good thing I happened to go out back 
of th’ cabin; I found two rough looking cusses making a mess 
of your seaplane. Naturally I interfered, an’ one of them pulled 
a gun on me ; 

With a bound, and a muttered exclamation, Shorty was streak- 
ing it toward his beloved airship. Gorman leisurely followed, 
= his angry comrade staring blankly at a bent propeller 

ade. 

“Guess they’ve blocked us now,” he mumbled. “We could 
mend busted wires, but that steel blade means a trip to the fac- 


“Been practicing 
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tory. Did you get either of the devils?” he asked grimly. 

Gorman grinned sardonically. “Guess I nicked one of them 
so he’ll limp for a while. The other coward scuttled away in 
that brush screen.” 

The following day was a sad one for Shorty. With blinking 
eyes and a heart filled with rage and pain, he saw the earth 
leveled over his father’s last resting place. . Back once more 
to the bleak log cabin, it was Gorman that finally broke the 
painful silence. 

“Well, Shorty, what’s th’ next move? 
we start?” 

Holt closed the door of the cabin, and beckoned for his com- 
panion to follow him. A ten-minute walk brought them to a 
corral. It was a natural pen, with looming rock walls on two 
sides, and a fence across the front. 

“Dad kept a stallion in here,” Shorty explained. “Remember, 
that calico I was telling you about; he’s half wild and ugly as 
the devil. Nobody can ride him except ... dad an’ me—— 

As they drew nearer the barway, Shorty stared expectantly. 
Two meek looking pack ponies with protruding ribs and mangy 
tails, stood a short distance away with lowered heads and curious 
eyes. Except for these disreputable looking animals the pen 
was empty. 


Are we beaten before 


Shorty stood rooted to the ground for a long moment, then 
with haggard face he turned to his pal. “He’s gone!” he rasped 
hoarsely. “My God this is the last straw. . . . Killed dad, stole 


his gold, smashed my plane, and now they’ve stolen Scrub!” 

Gorman sighed. “Yeah, it’s tough luck, Shorty,” he agreed, 
“but for cripes’ sake, tell me where this Moran rattler holes 
up, can’t yuh? If I don’t shoot somebody soon, Ill blow up.” 

In a moment, Shorty had the bars down. He led one of the 
scrawny pack-ponies toward the entrance. “Come and get this 
bunch of bones by the ear,” he directed grimly, “and I’ll catch 
the other one. They won’t be very fast, but they’re reliable 
and tough as whit-leather.” 

Gorman gingerly fastened a big paw around one of the flea 
bitten ears, then stopped bewilderedly. “Say, listen, Shorty,” 
he expostulated. “I don’t know anything about riding horse- 
back.” 

By this time, Holt had the remaining animal up to the bar- 
way. He remembered now that his pal had always had an 
abhorrence for horses—almost as intense as his dislike for 
women. He would take the most reckless chances in an air- 
plane, a fast speed-boat, an automobile. . . . But with a horse 
he seemed helpless. 

If Shorty had been in a different mood, he would have twitted 
his companion. He turned sympathetically as he struggled with 
a saddle girth. “Sorry, Big Boy,” he urged, “but we got to get 
going, and this seems to be the only transportation available.” 

Finally the two homely little 
beasts were saddled, and each 
carried a small pack contain- 
ing a blanket, cooking uten- 
sils and a few necessary pro 
visions. Gorman jammed his 
broad-brimmed felt hat lower 
on his forehead, then poked 
a big foot into the dangling 
stirrup. 

“Now stand still, consarn 
yuh,” he sputtered nervously. 
“Quit yuhr wriggling around 
till I get aboard, can’t you?” 

An ugly head swung side- 
ways just then, and a double 
row of yellow teeth ground 
into the tall lieutenant’s khaki- 
covered arm. “For cripes’ 
sake!” he yelled. With an 
awkward leap he managed to 
fork the cringing back, and 
angrily cuffed the lean rump 
with the palm of his hand. 
_Shorty grinned for the firsi 
time since his father’s death. 
“That’s his way of kissing 
you,” he explained. “Don’t 
pay any attention to his teeth, 
and you'll get along better.” 

At last they got started, and 
Gorman’s long legs almost 
touched the ground when he 
shook loose from the stirrups. 
Shorty grinned amusedly as he 


Ww atched his suffering com- 
panion. 
“We'll stop at an Indian 
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Still another gun stabbed into the dry 


Eleven 


hut,” he explained after they had traveled a few miles. “That 
fellow knows Moran, and he was a friend of dad’s.” 
“Hope we get there soon,” Gorman grumbled. With each 


lope of the sweating pony, several inches of atmosphere showed 
between the saddle and his trousers-seat. “Gosh, this is a 
terrible way to travel, I'll tell th’ world.” 

At the Indian’s hut, Shorty talked several minutes with Bright 
Feather, but got little satisfaction. “Um, yes,” the Indian 
said in his broken English, “I see heap beeg man on pony, 


one-two day ago. Heem lead calico stallion, with blanket ove 
hoss’ head. Two-three other men - 
“Yeah,” Shorty interrupted, “but which way did they go?” 


The old Indian pointed south, then his keen, dark eyes focused 
upon Lieutenant Gorman who was improving his time by stretch- 
ing lazily upon the ground. “Yuhr friend, heem much tired,” 
he suggested with a faint smile. “Can heem shoot heap like 
you?” 

Shorty grinned as he glanced toward his disgusted friend. 
“Can a duck swim, Bright Feather, or a cock crow? Yeah, 
he holds a record of 98 out of a possible 100 at fifty yards. 

But we gotta get going.” 

Gorman got painfully to his feet. “Cripes,” he 
never was so sore in my life. How much farther we got to go?” 

Shorty vaulted to his saddle. “May not have to go far,” he 
assured. “Bright Feather says Moran and three other men went 
south a couple of days ago. They were leading Scrub. Had him 
blindfolded.” 

Gorman clumsily scrambled onto the hateful 
and started the pony. “Yeah, you say he went 
doesn’t mean a thing, does it?” 

For a solid week they searched canyons, poked through 
prickly clumps of mesquite, and plunged under shadowed ever- 
greens on the mountain slopes. Twice they found deserted 
camps, and once the embers of the hastily covered campfire were 
still warm. But it was evident that the crafty Moran was easily 
eluding the two Marines. Came a night when Shorty glumly 
consulted a calendar which he carried in his pack. 

“Only two more days of our leave left, Big Boy,” he said 
soberly. “Take us one whole day to get back to Coyote Gulch, 
and another to make San Diego by train. Guess we'd better 
start, hadn’t we?” 

Gorman scowled. “I s’pose so,” he rumbled. “Hate to admit 
that we’re licked. I’d sure like one crack at that squint-eyed 
Moran!” he growled spitefully. 

It was a Friday night, when the two Leathernecks arrived 
at Coyote Gulch once more. Dusty, tired, and disgusted, they 
entered the bleak little cabin and started a fire. 

Little was said as they ate their meager lunch of dry bread, 
fried bacon, and canned tomatoes. Gorman saw his companion’s 
sober eyes roaming about the 
room, and knew only too well 
what the bereaved fellow was 
thinking. 

“Come on,” he urged, “let's 
stroll over to the Blue Ram 
and get a glass of near-beer, 
or somethin’—we’re both get- 
ting the jim-jams.” 


groaned, “I 


saddle again, 
south? That 


Shorty’s blue eyes jerked to 
attention. “Near-beer, did you 
say? Guess you don’t know 
the Blue Ram. That gang 
over there would drink soap 
suds as quick as they would 
that mild stuff. ... But 
like to go, just th’ same. We 
may get some news about 


Moran if we mix in with the 
crowd. Let’s go.” 

The two Marines had barely 
entered the saloon, when Holt 
stiffened, then halted abruptly. 
He pulled his companion over 
to a deserted table and pushed 


him into a chair. His hands 
were shaking, his face the 
color of ashes. 


“Don’t turn your head now,” 
he warned in an undertone, 
“but when you get a chance, 
look over that red-faced bloke 
at the end of the bar. It’s 
Moran, sure’s th’ devil!” 

Gorman took a cautious look 
across the smoke-filled room. 
Then his big hand slid to his 


Arizona air. (Continued on page 47) 
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Twelve 


Threads 


By ANTON REUTER, German Infantry 
Translated by Martin Lichtenberg, USMC. 
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CHAPTER V 
(Continued from last month) 


ATE at night I arrived at Rozieres. I had previ- 
ously decided to skip Amiens for I knew that this 
city was heavily occupied by British troops, and 
so as I could keep out of trouble I was willing to 
let well enough alone. French soldiers were in 
: the majority in this little town. Now and then a 
drunken uw sought to engage me in conversation with phrases 
evidently picked up somewhere. It was plain that a man in 
English uniform would soon draw attention upon himself. How- 
ever, four or five Britons I passed made me believe that at 
least a smal! detachment of them was billeted here, and in case 
of danger I could still refer to that. Soldiers and civilians 
promenaded about the narrow streets in large numbers. Loud 
laughter and sounds of ill-tuned pianos, mingled with shrill 
cries and exhortations of prostitutes, came from nearby bordell. 
“Let us be gay, let us dance, for the morrow will bring us 
death,” seemed to be the keynote of all the merriment. People 
stared openly and curiously at me, as if they had never seen a 
Tommy Atkins before. That was a signal for me to be on the 
alert. I decided, therefore, that the Britons whom I had seen 
hereabouts were only visitors. With some elation I noted that 
most of the streets were but poorly lighted. 

For myself, I preferred the even darker side streets where 
from behind dimly-lit, rose colored windows and from open door- 
ways came encouraging whispers and frank invitations by 
scantily clad ladies of the night. 

Dead tired from a full day’s march, I thought it best once 
more to try my luck in a farm house. To walk about the 
streets all night, would surely arouse suspicion, and I wanted 
to avoid questioning glances by a patrol. Once more I depended 
on my inner voice to lead me. 

I halted at what seemed to be a farmhouse, near the corner 
of a side street. Dogs were not abroad, it seemed. To judge 
from the size of the building, which lay well back in the center 
of a court, the owner could be classed as prosperous. To the 
right lay what seemed to be the stables. 

Slowly and cautiously I eased into the protecting darkness of 
the court. From a window of the stable came a faint ray of 
light. To judge by the noise within, there seemed to be at 
least four or five people, and as many horses. Now I was close 
to the door, and gazed through a crack. God ——, what a 
shock!!! 

At first, I knew not whether to rejoice or feel depressed. The 
men inside the stable were German prisoners of War, like 
myself. On their backs were circular patches of cloth showing 
the letters P G, (Prisonner de Guerre), with numbers just 
below. There were three of them. Two were feeding horses: 
the third was filling a bucket with water. My heart beat 
loudly. 
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From behind the dimly-lit, rose-colored windows and from open 
doorways came encouraging whispers and frank invitations 


“Guten Abend,” I said, as I stepped inside. “Any chance for a 
flop here? Or is it -’ I could not finish the sentence as 
I beheld the faces of the three who stared at me in dum) 
astonishment. They stood as if paralyzed. With one hand on 
the flank of one horse, the other still poised in the air, the 
tallest of them spoke first: “You certainly speak good Ger- 
man ...,” and all three suddenly began to grin. “Oh yes,” I 
continued quickly in the meticulous jargon of one who has 
learned his German at school, “I studied German at Bonn, 
before the war.” Perhaps it was their unsoldierly astonishment 
that had made me hesitate to place my identity at the mercy of 
their slow-thinking brains. At any rate—though I am not alto- 
gether convinced—my sixth sense must have operated with 
marvelous alacrity. 

“You might ask the landlord,” one of them volunteered, point- 
ing towards the house. From his voice I thought I could detect 
just a slight trace of respect for this gentleman. 

I walked up the steps, and knocked. His Highness, a bony 
elderly man with watery blue eyes who moved about somewhat 
laboriously, stepped forward. Hardly had I voiced my request, 
when he quickly pointed in a certain direction and snarled: 
“La bas sont des Anglais!” (there are Englishmen down there). 
The words came from his lips at staccato tempo. Furthermore, 
didn’t the Monsieur know, being a soldier himself, that it was 
strictly against the law to harbor members of the Allied armies 
in one’s house? And that he, Anatole Soandso, would certainly 
not violate the law thusly. 

It was immediately apparent that the only love of mankind 
to be found in that household was between Anatole Soandso and 
Anatole Soandso. Or perhaps, it was also possible that the 
good man was merely nursing a grouch. And then again, I 
decided, it might be that he is holding the British responsible 
for all the devastation on French soil. 
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Studiously avoiding reference to my earlier request, I turned 
the conversation to the prisoners, questioning him as to their 
conduct. Didn’t he fear, then, that these Boche might some day 
attack him in an effort to escape. This loosened an avalanche 
of vituperation and, “Le Bon Dieu,” he fairly shouted, he Anatole 
Soandso, a veteran of °70/’71, decorated with the Legionne 
d’Honneur, he afraid of the Boche? Ha,—he gave a dry cackle— 
ha, he said, and disappeared inside the house. In a moment he 
returned with an ancient flint-lock which he waved about with 
what I considered criminal recklessness, and I moved out of 
range without a moment’s delay. 

His talk had become unintelligible and he spoke with the 
rapidity of which only Frenchmen are capable. I no longer 
understood and that made it easier for me to throw a couple 
of encouraging owi, ouwi’s and non, non’s. The gist of his oracle 
seemed to be that he, Anatole Soandso, as an old soldier, would 
certainly not hesitate to shoot, and shoot straight, as some 
few boches had learned to their great regret the time that he 
was a young man, back in '70/’71. 

With the words, “Vous-avez beaucoup de courage,” (at which he 
straightened perceptibly) and hasty 4u revoir, I was finally able 
to depart with a fair amount of dignity preserved, both sides 
being ostensibly satisfied to let it go at that. 

In the same neighborhood, a few doors down the street, I 
tried my luck once more. This time I never even obtained an 
audience with the owner. I had hardly entered the court when 
something blocked my way. It turned out to be a bulldog of 
enormous proportions that showed glistening white fangs and 
seemed extraordinarily anxious to sink them into my throat 
every time I tried to take a step. The most peculiar part of it 
all was that he allowed me to enter the court in the first place. 
This animal certainly seemed to despise people in British 
uniforms. As I turned to run he emitted a hoarse, angry yelp 
that only served to increase the speed of the wild cross country 
chase I expected to ensue, but fortunately for me, he did not 
follow very far. 

Discouraged, and ready to give up further attempts at secur- 
ing lodgings that night, I again entered the main street and 
continued in the direction of the depot. Perhaps it would be 
possible to stretch out on one of the benches in the waiting 
room. 

Near the station, I stepped to one side where it was quite 
dark. A thin stream of humanity moved in and out. A figure 
detached itself from the moving groups, and halted not far 
from me. I made out the insignia of a corporal of infantry on 
his arms. He was a young man, and sported a small hirsute 
adornment that stood out well in his pale face. He must have 
been about my age. The scene of the peacefully moving people 
soothed my frayed nerves, and the tiredness of my body was 
for the moment forgotten. I felt lonesome, and wished for an 
opportunity to converse with some one; any one. 

A pretty young woman, delightfully fat and eying the 
corporal with glances that were far from bashful, stepped quite 
close, and almost brushed him with the basket she was carry- 
ing. He smiled selfconsciously as he looked in my direction, and 
I nodded and could not help but grin. This little episode gave 
birth to a friendship that was to see me safely through a lot 
of unexpected trouble that night. Suddenly he walked towards 
me. “Donnez mois-un allumette, sil vous plais...” Certainly I 
would give him a match. The proffered cigarette tasted good. 

Soon I was telling him of 
my beautiful French girl—to 
this day I don’t know how I 
ever managed to lie so mag- 
nificently—and of her equally 
beautiful sister. He was cer- 
tainly enthusiastic. That she 
had moved to this town, and 
that I had come directement 
from Amiens to visit her. 
That I was determined to find 
her and that, curse the luck, 
I had lost my pocket book with 
her address. It would be too 
late to return to Amiens, and 
that I was overdue, anyway, 
and that another night away 
from the outfit , well, 
what matter, and could he tell 
where to get a bunk to sleep. 

_So many pretty things I told 
him about the dear little girls. 
In fact, I lied so well and 
prodigiously that I could not 
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remained undiscovered. His eyes had become dreamy and had the 
faraway look of the man engrossed in beautiful reveries. And 
so he found it not difficult to extend an invitation to me to sleep 
in his barracks. J enez avec moi, he urged me; it would be easy 
to find an empty bunk in the Kaserne. 

I did not feel apprehensive. Nevertheless, I sent a fervent 
appeal to my good friend, Dame Fortune, in whose good graces I 
had stood so far, to see me through this safely. 

I tried to picture the scene of myself entering the barracks, 
and sleeping on a bunk between French soldiers who, if they but 
knew who I was. ... But why think about it? I was tired 
enough to be desperate. My newly-found friend seemed sincere 
enough, and I found myself patting his shoulders, and saying, 
vous-etes un bon camarade, which sincere compliment he acknowl- 
edged with an embarrassed smile. 

In a few minutes we stood before a small house. Because of 
the blackness of the night it was not possible to see what it was, 
and just where we were. 

Heavens!!! It was a guard house. Lockers, stools, bunks, 
tables, military accoutrements, some ten or fifteen men, all 
seemed to crowd the comparatively small room to capacity. As 
I learned later, this detachment guarded an adjacent camp for 
German prisoners. 

To my right stood the little corporal; facing me were twelve 
pairs of unenthusiastic eyes. All stood aghast at the spectacle 
of seeing their corporal in the company of an Englishman; one 
had paused in the midst of his shoe-shining activities, his foot 
still resting on a stool. One could have heard a pin drop. 

“N’avez-vous pas un lit libre pour votre camarade?” (Do you have a 
bunk for your comrade?) 

For a moment there was silence. I stood there quite non- 
chalantly, only the fingers of my left hand playing lightly on 
the butt of my swaggerstick perhaps betrayed some of my 
nervousness. From the ensuing murmur came a rapidly spoken 
sentence that sounded sickening to me in its very shrilliness: 

“Demandez des papers’! (Demand his identification papers). 
Never will I forget that voice, nor the tremendous effort it 
cost me to retain my composure. I felt my knees weaken. But 
only for a second. Then I had recovered. 

Immediately I was the recipient of a surprised gaze from my 
friend. It was still friendly enough because, seemingly, he 
could not bring himself to suspect me. Then he asked: “Do 
you have your papers with you?” 

The conduct of the men, even the question he had been 
forced to ask me, seemed to displease him no little. Slowly it 
dawned on me that he was now more dangerous to me than all 
the others. I racked my brain desperately for a way out of this 
dilemma. This much I realized with painful clearness. The 
game is up. The clock has struck thirteen. 

But wait. There was still one last desperate move: A quick 
turn towards the door, and a merciful bullet in the back, if 
such be my Waterloo. I wondered vaguely if it would take me 
long to die. Die? Damn it all. Into my mind flashed the 
almost humorous incidents of the past two weeks where I had 
been able to outwit every one who had entertained suspicions 
towards me. After all, I was still a soldier, not too easily 
cowed by a hostile attitude of recruits towards whom I could 
not help but entertain a certain feeling of superiority. 

I therefore dismissed the question of my friend with a rather 
sharp “No,” reminding him that I had told him earlier in the 

evening what had become of my 
P Uy, identification papers, and with- 
out a second’s hesitation as- 
or sumed the attitude of the 
//, haughty Briton, insulted by 
those who had doubted his 
Nps. word. What, I demanded to 
know, pointing disdainfully to- 
wards their miserable looking 
bunks with my swaggerstick, 
did they think they were of- 
fering me, anyway? Some 
kind of royal suite? If they 
thought they had to make such 
a fuss about it all, I could 
certainly try and get lodgings 
somewhere else. And I turned 
to the door. 

“Get the officer, get the of- 
ficer; quick!” You would have 
thought that a hundred voices 
were yelling this simultane- 
ously. Already there were 


help but marvel at this un- I sat on the bunk, in low spirits, and cursed -the luck that had two men in front of the door, 


known knack that had so long 


brought me in contact with the French corporal. 


(Continued on page 49) 
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Bonus Crusaders 


For the first time since 1814 the Nation’s Capital is in the 
hands of an invading army; but unlike the hostile occupation, 
the current invaders come to supplicate rather than 
vanquish, to plead instead of pillage. They bear no weapons 
but the arms of public sympathy, powerful armament in their 
appeal. 

For several weeks past, Washington, D. C., has 
rendezvous of veterans of the World War. From Oregon to 
Texas, from Florida to Maine have they flocked. Their ranks 
have swollen until some 16,000 pilgrims constitute the army 
of occupation. Local editorial writers have defined these men 
as the cross current of middle class America. Time alters many 
definitions. Fourteen years ago these same men were hailed as 
heroes. Historic Pennsylvania Avenue felt the proud beat of 
their feet in the great Victory Parade. They marched pride- 
fully, in the full glare of sunlight Last week they marched 
again, this time in the shades of twilight. They still marched 
pridefully, but somehow the passing years deadened the trium- 
phant ring of their marching feet. Yet, they were the same men. 
Nothing has been altered but conditions and the toll exacted 
by fleet years from all living things. If they need further 
classification than the one given them in the days of their 
triumph, let it be that they represent not a class of people, nor 
a type of employment, nor a community; but that they represent 
the same huge melting pot that moulded the A.E.F. of 1918. 

Whether their demand for the immediate payment of the 
adjusted compensation, popularly termed as “bonus,” is just 
or unjust, or whether the payment would upset the economic 
balance of our treasury or aid it to regain its equilibrium, we 
are not prepared to state. We can neither condemn nor con- 
done mission But we can eulogize their courage and 
determination. 

Camping shelterless in the rain, without change of clothing, 
dependent upon charitable donations of food, these men exist 
under conditions that were unimaginable even in the trenches. 
Through it all they have maintained order and quiet. No 
demonstration of anger has been staged. They have themselves 
driven from their camps all radical element that could be 
uncovered, they have cooperated with the local police on all 
vccasions, 


Yes, they 


have 


been the 


have courage, courage welded to sturdy fortitude 
and firmness of purpose. Perhaps it is well that they possess 
these qualities, for had they not, Cantigny, Belleau Wood and 
the Argonne would have produced sorry results. 


Colors 

We have witnessed several instances of late where it was 
perfectly obvious that the unintentional offenders had com- 


pletely forgotten the prescribed disposition of their hats, hands 
and feet during the ceremony. Like every forkful of spaghetti, 
each time colors are made or paraded and each time the National 


Anthem is played, a new problem seems to be presented, yet 
with the help of a few brief rules of old establishment, em- 
barrassment during these trying times can very easily be 


avoided. Here are the rules: 

Bear in mind that you should never salute while not wearing 
your hat: 

(1) If in uniform, and outdoors and not in formation, stand 
at attention, face the colors or the band and salute with your 
right hand until the last note or bar of colors has been played, 
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or while the colors are passing. If in formation, the officer or 
petty officer in charge will tell you what to do. 

(2) If in uniform and indoors, and not on duty requiring you 
to wear your hat, you should stand at attention and face the 
orchestra during the continuance of the anthem. 

(3) If in civilian clothes and outdoors stand at attention, 
facing the colors, remove your hat and holding it with your 
right hand, place it in front of the left shoulder during the play- 
ing of colors or while the colors are passing. It is optional 
whether this is done or the hat kept on and a righthand salute 
rendered, although we believe it more fitting to remove the hat. 

(4) If in civilian clothes and indoors, simply stand at at- 
tention, facing the orchestra, during the playing of the anthem. 

(5) And, if you are affluent enough to own a car and happen 
to be driving it when colors are made simply stop the car and 
remain seated. —The Gator. 


Take Care Of The Marines 


The U. S. Marine Corps as a most essential element of our 
national defense needs no introduction to an American. Its 
far flung activities have developed for it a reputation for effec 
tiveness that demands respectful consideration the world over. 
In behalf of the difficulties at large of the country for which it 
assimilates with equanimity either the cold of Alaska, the heat 
of Nicaragua, the filth of China, the pleasures of Paris, the 
rigors of living on emergency rations or the luxury of meals 
at a restaurant de la erande luxe, it has fought, bled and died to 
its everlasting glory and that of the United States. Its high 
morale, its fine esprit and its dauntless spirit are products of its 
honorable history. 

The Marine Corps is confronted this year with an interruption 
of the smooth flowing functioning of the system which supplies 
it with the lowest rank of commissioned personnel, namely the 
Second Lieutenant. It is threatened with this not because of 
the need to effect economies, for it is ready to give its loyal 
support to the efforts of its chief in this respect as it is ever 
ready to give its loyal support to his orders. The Marine Corps 
gets its Second Lieutenants, in part, from graduates of the Naval 
Academy and in part from the ranks of the Corps. The latter 
source provides an outlet for the ambitions of any enlisted man 
in the Corps. From its operation there have been developed 
some of the most capable officers in the Corps. 

The commissioning yearly of the number of Second Lieu- 
tenants heretofore provided by law is necessary in order to 
maintain the Corps at a strength sufficient only to exercise the 
functions of administration and command. There is never any 
surplus—there are no “extra” numbers. There is always work 
for the Marine Corps officer, and he works from the equator 
to both poles and through 360 degrees of longitude. The Corps 
has never had more officers than were needed to do the work at 
hand. The number of new officers coming in each year has been 
regulated to balance the number of old officers that would for 
one reason or another be separated from the service. A smooth 
even flow of officer personnel in this manner contributes to 
stability and to morale and to efficiency. 

This year the Naval appropriation bill, which has passed the 
House and is now in the Senate, contained a provision for the 
commissioning as extra numbers in their grade the class of 
midshipmen which would graduate from the Naval Academy in 
June. Also it contained a provision that no commissions will 
be made in the Marine Corps until June 1, 1933. Such a pro- 
vision will operate to deny the Corps this year’s increment of 
Second Lieutenants, though it does not save anything to the 
Government. The Naval Academy class is to be commissioned 
and they will be “extra” numbers in their grade. From this 
class the Marine Corps would ordinarily get about 30 midship- 
men, who would be commissioned Second Lieutenants in the 
Marine Corps. Whether these new officers are being paid as 
Ensigns in the Navy or Second Lieutenants in the Marine Corps 
is immaterial as far as the U. S. Treasury is concerned, for 
both receive the same pay. But as far as the Marine Corps is 
concerned it is a distinct deprivation, and there appears to be 
no logical or justifiable reason for the provision. It appears to 
be another of those provisions which occasinally are hurriedly 
and thoughtlessly injected in appropriation bills for one purpose 
but which are, upon examination, found to accomplish an un- 
intended and entirely different result and calculated to work 
harm. 

We hope the Senate will eliminate this provision. We need 
the Marine Corps and we need it to be in prime condition and 
not handicapped in its activities in any way. It will be handi- 
capped if it is deprived of ts annual allotment of new officers. 

—Daily Press, Newport News, (Va.). 
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THE LOOKOUT % 
Any desired book may be purchased 
through the LEATHERNECK BOOK 
SERVICE, - we especially recommend 
the following: 53 


AMONG THE TRUMPETS. By 
Leonard Nason (Houghton-Mifflin). The 
author of “Chevrons,” “The Man in the 
White Slicker,” etc., back again. This 
time he offers eight rollicking yarns 
about the leather-pounding cavalry. 

$2.00 

SIR BILLY HOWE. By Bellamy 
Partridge (Longmans). Reveaiing after 
the passing of many years some inter- 
esting sidelights on our Revolutionary 
War. $3.50 

I SAILED WITH CHINESE PIRATES. 
By Aleko E. Lilius (Appleton). A first 
person narrative of dangerous adventure 
among the pirates and bandits of China. 

$4.00 

THE UNKNOWN WAR. By Winston 
S. Churchill (Scribners). A detailed ex- 
planation of the Eastern Front activities, 
and the sequence of events that plunged 
the world into war. $5.00 

HURRICANE. By Nahum Sabsay 
(Seribners). A novel of the mad orgy 
and chaos of the Russian Revolution. 

$2.50 

ONE WOMAN’S' FREEDOM. By 
Helen Zenna Smith (Longmans). ‘A 
story of a woman’s revolt against the 
fetters of post-war England, and her 
fight to live her life as she wished. 

$2.00 

MUD AND _ STARS. Edited by 
Dorthea York (Holt). A collection of 
World War songs and poetry, more or 
less carefully expurgated. Nearly three 
hundred selections are included. $2.50 

HAPPY DAYS. By Capt. Alban B. 
Butler, U. S. A. (Coward-McCann). 
One hundred and fifty laugh-producing 
cartoons sketched in the A. E. F. Cap- 
tain Butler has captured the elusive 
humor of the Yank at war. $3.00 

THE EAGLES OF DEATH. By 
Major G. F. Eliot (Frederick Warne). 
A story of Nicaragua, written primarily 
to interest the adolescent. It is, how- 
ever, not puerile, and the more mature 
reader can follow with interest the story 
of two lads, too young to enlist, who 
stow away on the transport and follow 
the Marines to adventure in Nicaragua. 

$1.00 

SQUADS WRITE! Edited by John T. 
Winterich (Harpers). A_ selection of 
prose, verse and cartoons from the great 
newspaper of the A. E. F., “The Stars 
and Stripes.” $4.00 

AMERICAN FIGHTERS IN THE 
FOREIGN LEGION. By Paul Ayres 
Rockwell (Houghton-Miffiin). A _ story 
of the hundred or more Americans who 
fought under the French flag in the 
World War. $5.00 

SCIENTIFIC SELF DEFENCE. By 
W. E. Fairbairn, with preface by Doug- 
las Fairbanks (Appleton). Profusely 
illustrated text of defense and counter 
attack, embodying jiu-jitzu, boxing, 
wrestling, and original holds. The au- 


force. $3.50 

12 SECRETS OF THE CAUCASUS. 
By Essad-Bey (Viking Press). Delight- 
ful legends of the remote country lying 
between the Caspian Sea and the Black 
Sea. $3.00 
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BOOKS—PASSING IN REVIEW 


AN INSPECTION OF SERVICE LITERATURE 
By FRANK HUNT RENTFROW 


as 


DEEDS OF VALOR 


MEDALS OF HONOR. By _ Glenn 
Howell, Lt.-Commander, U. S. Navy 
(Dial Press). $2.50. 

Since the Civil War Days, when Con- 
gressional Medals of Honor were first 
awarded, the personnel of the Navy has 
received its share. The decorations 
have been won by all manner of strange 
and courageous deeds, boiler explosions, 
rescues from the sea, and “for gallantry 
above and beyond the call of ordinary 
duty” in the face of hostile fire. 

Lieutenant Commander Howell has 
given us a remarkably human collection 
of eleven tales of Naval Medal of Honor 
winners. They range from the fight be- 
tween the “Monitor” and the “Merri- 
mac” to the story of David Hayden, Hos- 
pital Apprentice, Icl., USN, attached to 
the Sixth Marines in France. 

Each story is a distinct account of its 
especial significance in Naval tradition. 
The first four deal with the Civil War; 
and the best of this quartet is the one 
about George Hollat, the sixteen-year- 
old seaman aboard the “Varuna” when 
Farragut took his fleet past the Confed- 
erate batteries. The “Varuna” became 
separated from the squadron and was 
engaged by two enemy ships. Although 
she succeeded in driving her adversaries 
burning to the opposite shore, the 
“Varuna” sank while being made fast 
to trees on the bank. 

The tale of how William Troy, ordi- 
nary seaman aboard the “Colorado,” 
won his Medal of Honor during the ter- 
rific fighting in Korea, is a yarn of 
infinite interest and inspiration. The 
landing party of the squadron was set 
ashore. They destroyed a couple of 
smaller forts, bivouacked for the night, 
and at dawn swept forward to attack 
the main citadel. The Koreans were a 
brave lot, and a savage mixup of hand- 
to-hand fighting developed. William 
Troy won not only his Medal of Honor 
but a wholesome admiration for Marines. 

In the Apia Harbor, when the U. S. 
lost three of her forty-two ships during 
the hurricane, Richard Taylor, serving 
aboard the “Nipsic,” was awarded the 
Medal of Honor for his courageous ap- 
plication to duty. 

Each story of this collection is well 
written, and while of no great literary 
merit, carries an interesting and appeal- 
ing stimulant to American youth. 


OUTLAW’S SAGA 


THE ROBIN HOOD OF EL DORADO. 
By Walter Noble Burns (Coward- 
McCann). $2.50. 

Joaquin Murrieta, a gay and laughing 
young Mexican, elopes with Rosita Car- 
mel Feliz and flees with her into Cali- 
fornia to escape parental punishment. 
After working as a horse trainer, gam- 
bler, bronco buster and a single venture 
as proprietor of a general store, Joa- 
quin stakes out a claim in the gold fields 
near Saw Mill Flats. 

The young couple are happy beyond 
belief, and never has Rosita regretted 
that she did not abide by her father’s 
wishes and marry a_ respectable old 
money bags. 

One afternoon Joaquin quarreled with 
the five men who worked the adjoining 
claim. Later they came to his cabin. 
“You dig out o’ here,” they threatened, 
“or there’ll be hell a-poppin’. Git goin’ 
and keep on movin’ and don’t you never 
show hide nor hair in these diggin’s 
again.” 

When Joaquin refuses to be intimi- 
dated the five miners attack him and 
bludgeon him into insensibility. Rosita 
seizes a knife and rushes to her hus- 
band’s aid. The ruffians drag her into 
the other room and ravish her with such 
violence that she dies. 

Then Joaquin went quite mad with 
bloodlust. Gathering a band of cut- 
throats he blazed a gory path of murder, 
pillage and terrorism, until his deeds 
became legendary. So widespread and 
unexpected were his raids that no Amer- 
ican in California felt entirely safe from 
his vengeance. More than three hun- 
dred killings are attributed to his band. 

For nearly three years his exploits 
struck terror into the hearts of the set- 
tlers, until Harry Lowe and his rangers 
tracked the Mexican down and slew him. 

It may be fitting at this time to pay 
tribute to the author, whose death, April 
15, robbed us of future adventures of 
such characters who fashioned the tradi- 
tions of our early West. 

Burns was born in Kentucky, entered 
newspaper work when he was 18. He 
was adventurous, and during his life 
worked on papers from Louisville to San 
Francisco. He made a whaling voyage 
on a brig, he was correspondent during 
the Spanish-American War, the Mexi- 
can trouble and the World War. Author 
of several books and countless stories, 
his death creates a vacancy difficult to 
fill in American letters. 
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THE ENGINEER’S TROUBLE 

The locomotive was not behaving as 
a true locomotive should. First it would 
move forward a hundred yards or so, and 
then, with a good deal of puffing, it would 
shift back to its original position. For ten 
minutes this had been going on, while 
the passengers raved all along the train. 

At last one of them, unable to con 
tain himself any longer, hailed the con- 
ductor. 

“What on earth is the matter?” he 
demanded. 

“Well,” the conductor said, “I’m not 
sure, but I think the engineer is teach- 


ing his wife how to drive.”—Studebaker 
Wheel. 
Hiram: “Did you hear about the 


undertaker dying last week?” 

Silas: “Yeh. He didn’t make nothing 
on that deal, did he?” 

Hiram: “No. He went in the hole.” 


J.: “Father, that donkey kicked me.” 

F.: “Did you annoy it?” 

J.: “No; I only tried to carve my 
initials on it.”"—F. G. B. 


Mother (reading letter from her son 
in the Navy): “Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 
Just what I expected has happened.” 

Dad: “What’s the matter now?” 

Mother: “Bill writes that they have 
put him in the Commissary, and he does 


not say what for.”—Catapult. 


Grandma: “You girls now days are 
so useless, I'll bet you don’t even know 
what sewing means!” 

Flapper: “Why, Gran’ma, how silly; 
of course I do. That has something to 
do with wild oats.”—Exchange. 


“Things that a fellow thinks don’t 
amount to a darn sometimes pile up a 
mountain of trouble. Just the other 
night my wife was working a cross-word 
puzzle and she looked up and said: 
‘What's a female sheep?’ And I said, 
‘ewe,’ and then there was another big 
war on.”—Blue Anchor. 

Mr. Richman: “How do you like this 
place? Shall we buy it?” 

His Wife: “Oh, it’s perfectly lovely! 
The view from this balcony is so fine 
that it leaves me speechless.” 

“Then we'll buy it.”—Answers (Lon- 


don). 


AND SO ON 
A rooster leaned his head discon- 
solately against the barn door. “What’s 
the use?” he thought sadly. “Eggs yes- 
terday; chickens today; feather dusters 
tomorrow.”—Boston Transcript. 


by | 


She: “When you didn’t accept the in- 
vitation to my wedding, you might have 
at least sent your regrets.” 

Former Suitor: “Oh, I thought you 
would have enough of your own soon 
enough.” 


A corn syrup manufacturing company 
received the following letter: 

“Dear Sirs: I have ate three cans of 
your corn syrup and it has not helped 
my corns one bit.”—Newport Recruit. 

The restaurant advertised quick serv- 
ice but didn’t give it. A patron gave an 
order, waited patiently, and fell asleep. 
He woke to hear the waitress asking, 
“Did you order this sundae?” 

“Good heavens,” exclaimed the man 
in dismay, “what day is this ?”—Belfast 
Weekly Telegraph. 


Coxswain: “What is Seaman Jones all 
swelled up about?” 

Boatswains Mate: “A life insurance 
doctor has just examined him and found 
him O. K.” 

Coxswain: “What of it?” 

Boatswains Mate: “It’s the only ex- 
amination he ever passed.”—Exchange. 
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NOT A PAYING VENTURE 


“So many persons dropped in to bor- 
row gasoline,” said the man who lived 


on the main highway, “that I finally 
decided to put in a tank and a gas 
pump.” 


“How did it work out?” asked the 
man who lived on a side road. 

“Not so well,” was the reply. 
body stole the pump.”—Selected. 


“Some- 


Barber: “Your head is sadly in need 
of a shampoo, sir.” 

Hardware Dealer: “Yes, and your 
house needs painting, but I don’t nag 
you about it.”—American Motorist. 


A New Orleans lady was waiting to 
buy a ticket to the movies when a 
stranger bumped her shoulder. She 
glanced at him, feeling it was done in- 
tentionally. 

“Well,” he growled, “don’t eat me 
up.” 

“You are in no danger, sir,” she said, 
“T am a Jewess.”—Selected. 


“What’s your little brother 
about?” asked the visitor. 
“He isn’t really crying,’ 


erying 


explained the 


girl. “He was just trying to make an 
onion bounce like a_ rubber ball.” 
Selected. 

“H’'m! I don’t like the looks of your 


wife at all, Mr. Blunt,” said the doctor, 
after he had examined the patient. 

“Neither do I,” answered Blunt, “but 
still she’s a good wife, and looks after 
the children and the house well—so | 
can’t grumble, suppose.’”—Montreal 
Star. 


The Irish immigrant had just landed 
in New York and was making his way 
into the city when he was halted at a 
busy crossing. Interestedly he watched 
the traffic policeman. Every now and 
then the latter would hold up the traffic 
and call out, “Pedestrians!” but the suc- 
cessive rushes across the street always 
left the Irishman behind. 

Once more the policeman shifted his 
position and shouted, “Pedestrians!” 

“If that doesn’t beat everything,” 
Murphy muttered. “Hey, mister!” he 
cried to the policeman, “when are ye 
going to let some Catholics across?” 
Belfast Weekly Telegraph. 
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MAKING LIFE SWEETER 

The wags are telling it at Harry 
Lauder’s expense, but I wager a pretzel 
he hadn’t a thing to do with it. 

At any rate, the story goes that Harry 
was playing golf one bitter cold day. At 
the end of the round he slipped some- 
thing into the caddie’s hand and said 
kindly, “That’s for a glass of hot whis- 
ky, my man.” 

The caddie opened his hand and dis- 
covered a lump of sugar!—New York 
Morning Telegraph. 


nd 
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She: “Our engagement is over, and 
don’t you dare ask me to return your 
ring.” 

He: “I won't, but the jeweler will.” 


“IT want to bring young Wivelspoon 
home to dinner tonight,” said the hus- 
band. 

“Bring him tonight!” shrieked his 
wife. “You know that the maid left 
without notice and the baby’s cutting 
teeth, and I’ve got a cold, and the butcher 
says we can’t have any more meat until 
we pay the bill... .” 


“Yes; I know all that,” he inter- 
rupted. “That’s why I want to bring 
him home. I like the young fathead 


and he’s thinking of getting married.”— 
Tit-Bits. 

The teacher had been reading the story 
of “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves” to 
her class of small boys. When she 
reached the end she closed the book and 
proceeded to question them regarding the 
story. 

“Now, can any one tell me,” she said, 
“what Ali Baba said when he wanted to 
open the entrance to the cave?” 

One child, an ardent film fan, promptly 
replied: 

“Open, sez me!”—Wall Street Journal. 


First Lady: “I’ve got a cat worth ten 
thousand dollars.” 

Second Lady: “Really—why, 
more than I’m worth.” 

First Lady: “Yes; some cats are worth 
more than others.”—Jokes. 


that’s 
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HIS EXPLANATION 


A young Indian, suddenly oil rich, 
bought a five-thousand-dollar automobile 
and drove away. The next day he was 
back at the agency, footsore and walking 
limp, his head bandaged. This was his 
explanation: 

“Drive out big car; buy gallon moon- 
shine; take big drink; step on gas. Trees 
and fences go by heap fast. Pretty soon 
see big bridge coming down road. Turn 
out to let bridge go by. Bang! Car 
gone! Gimme ’nother one.”—Lacka- 
wanna Motorist. 


“Yes, Robert,” said the teacher, “ ‘amo’ 
is the Latin word meaning ‘I love.’ Now 
what word suggests its opposite?” 

“Reno,” was the quick reply.—Selected. 


“How’s 
old man?” 

“We had it for dinner last night.”— 
Selected. 


your garden coming along, 


Friend: “Why don’t you call in Dr. 
Learned? He can speak ten languages.” 

Patient: “But I want to be cured, not 
translated.”—Selected. 


Bill: “I understand that Sharkey is 
going to have his nose amputated.” 

Ral: “What for?” 

Bill: “So that he can stop Schmeling.” 


“This book will do 


Book Salesman: 
half your work.” 

Business Man: “Good; I'll take two.” 
—Successful Farming. 


“Hello, Tom, got a job yet?” 
“Yes; I’m selling furniture now.” 
“Selling much?” 


“Only my own, so far.”—Stray Bits. 


He was a bit shy, and after she had 
thrown her arms around him and kissed 
him for bringing her a _ bouquet of 
flowers, he arose and started to leave. 

“IT am sorry I offended you,” she said. 

“Oh, I’m not offended,” he replied, 
“I’m going for more flowers.”—Capper’s 
Weekly. 


Irate Parent: “Didn’t I see you kiss 
my daughter, sir?” 

Nervy Youth: “How should I know? 
Do you think I’d be gawking around 
when I was doing a thing like that ?”— 
Boston Transcript. 


“And why do you think I 
Is_ this 


Judge: 
should be lenient with you? 
your first offense?” 

Prisoner: “No, your honor, but it’s my 
lawyer’s first case?"”—Chicago Daily 
News. 


Seventeen 


COMFORTING PROSPECTS 

Little Jimmy (boastingly): “My pa 
got a new set of teeth yesterday.” 

Little Ethel: “What’s he going to do 
with the old ones?” 

Little Jimmy: “Oh, I suppose ma is 
going to make them over for me like 
she does with his pants.”—F. G. Builder. 


Colonel: “So you’re tired of this out- 
fit and want a change, eh? Where do 
you think you’d like to go?” 

Private: “I’ll go any place where there 
ain’t no corporals or sergeants.” 

Colonel: “It looks like you’ll just have 
to wait until you go to heaven.”—New- 
port Recruit. 


Lady Visitor: “Did they ever have any 
girls in the Navy?” 

Sailor: “Certainly. Ethyl Chloride has 
been with us for years, also they have 
quite a few ‘wenches’ in the Navy to- 
day.”—Newport Recruit. 


Sailor: “They tell me the A. & N. 
Y. M. C. A. has no water in the rooms.” 

Clerk: “You’re mistaken, every room 
has a spring in the bed.”—-Newport Re- 
cruit. 


“Ten cents’ worth of bicarbonate of 
soda for indigestion at this time of 
night,” cried the infuriated druggist, 
who had been aroused at 2 a. m., “when 
a glass of hot water would have done 
just as well!” 

“Weel, weel,” returned MacDougal, “I 
thank ye for the advice, and I'll no 
bother ye, after all. Goodnight.”—The 
Pathfinder. 


“Who gave the bride away?” 

“Her father thought he did, but after 
the honeymoon the young people came 
back home and now the old man’s sup- 
porting both of ’em.”—Pathfinder. 


The Great Borrower: “I’m hard up, 
pal; my little baby needs a new pair 
of shoes. How’s to lend me $5 until pay 
day?” 

Friend: “How come baby shoes cost 
five bucks?” 

The G. B.: “Oh, you don’t know my 
baby!” 
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DREAM DAYS 
By Allen Johnson 


When the April sun is shinin’ from its 
cloud-draped throne above, 

And the mockin’-bird is trillin’ to his 
mate a song of love; 

When the world seems sort o’ lazy, sort 
o’ hazylike and sad, 

Somehow I can’t help dreamin’ of a lit- 
tle barefoot lad. 


An ugly, tousled youngster with his toes 
all stumped and sore, 

But happy from the sunrise ‘til the West 
was tinged with gore. 

No weight of care nor worry had this 
little barefoot lad, 

But we would just have laughed it off 
together if he had. 


For we were pals and playmates and the 
world was bright and fair; 

It didn’t seem to us that there was trou- 
ble anywhere. 

We would roam the fields together 
dreaming happy hours away, 

Just sort o’ wonderin’ easy-like, what 
we would be some day. 


One day we wandered far beyond the 
paths we called our own, 

Then slept, and when the morning 
dawned I found myself alone. 

My little friend had left me and I shook 
with nameless dread, 

As to my ear a whisper came: “Your 
little friend is dead.” 


And then it rushed upon me like the 
waves upon the shore— 

My vanished friend was Childhood and 
myself a child no more. 

And so, sometimes on April days, half 
smilin’-like, half sad, 

Somehow I can’t help dreamin’ of that 
little barefoot lad. 
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HAUNTING MELODY OF LIFE 
By Hilliard Bernstein 


What is this that haunts me so, 
Weird music of the wind? 

What is this that bids me go 
From the homesteads of my kind? 


A thousand heartaches in a year 
Macabre music faint and low 
God in Heaven, can’t you hear? 
Help me fight this dreadful foe! 


Feverish, feverish—you must hear, 
Coming from the hillsides steep— 
Dreary, dreary—How I fear 

It may call me while you sleep. 


Father Time, with hoary head, 
You’re a friend to me, I trust; 
Better thou, with ready blade, 
Than this cursed wanderlust. 


VIERZY—JULY 1918 
By V. Sparks 


Once when I charged into a flaming Hell 
And Death did gently let me pass him 
by 
I thanked him kindly, for I knew full 
well 
He hardly ever let one pass him by. 


But he and I became great friends in- 
deed, 

We often sported in the poppied wheat, 

And for my courtesy I’m sure, indeed, 

He let me play at dice with him and 
cheat. 


For I am here today, I know not why, 
Except he took a fancy to my name 
For few did hardly ever pass him by, 
And fewer still escaped his searing 
flame 


But he and I, 
again— 
I wonder if he'll recollect my face 
When I am old and sorely wracked with 
pain, 
And I have lost all youth and saving 
grace; 


perforce, must meet 


And when I softly tell him who I am 
I wonder if, perhaps, he'll sorry be 
When he is forced to waive all former 
sham 
And play, this time, at honest dice 
with me. 


THE IDOL’S EYE 
By Frank H. Rentfrow 


On a misty, Burma mountain stands a 
god of virgin gold, 
A savage, scowling image, awe-inspir 
ing to behold. 
The Karen hillsmen shun it and the 
Zayiens pass it by, 
For whomsoever touches it is doomed 
at once to die. 
A priceless emerald glitters for the idol’s 
only eye. 


Unguarded stands that gruesome god, 
with emerald shining bright, 
A glitter in the sunlight and an inky 
blotch at night. 
Unguarded is that priceless gem, defying 
every thief. 
Few natives ever near the shrine, so 
strong is their belief 
That he who gazes on that god is 
brought at once to grief. 
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The rumor that a hostile tribe had 
threatened to revolt 
Brought British troopers crashing 
down like some wild thunderbolt. 
From Chittagong, from Martaban, from 
Prome and Mandalay, 
Came hordes of British regulars, im 
patient for the fray; 
And with them came Lieutenant Wright. 
to whom red war was play. 


Lieutenant Wright was young in years 
but old in ways of war, 
So in the night he crept alone the 
mountains to explore. 
When suddenly he saw a thing that made 
his blood run cold, 
There in a shaft of silver light the 
idol stood out bold, 
The grim and ghastly idol that was 
made of virgin gold. 


The placid moon was like a disk of silver 
in the sky, 
Reflecting with a lurid light the idol’s 
only eve. 
Lieutenant Wright crept closer still, the 
emerald to admire. 
His heart the while was burning with 
a covetous desire, 
He must possess himself the jewel that 
glittered there like fire. 


The pallid moon withdrew its face he 
hind a pall-like cloud 
That seemed to drape the silvern orb 
like some fantastic shroud. 
From bush to bush, from shade to shade, 
the silent shadow crept. 
Without a warning down the hills the 
rain in torrents swept, 
And in the darkness, all 
blinded idol wept. 


alone, the 


Lieutenant Wright had quickly sought 
the safety of his camp. 
He scrutinized the emerald by a feebly 
flickering lamp. 
“Tt’s fabulous, the value of this little 
stone,” quoth he. 
“Its sale will buy a title and a 
colonel’s rank for me:” 
Lieutenant Wright was powerless the 
future to foresee. 


At reveille they found him in a heap 
upon the floor, 
His mutilated body oozing blood at 
every pore. 
His eyes, aglaze and staring, from their 
sockets seemed to start. 
As if he were about to scream his lips 
were drawn apart; 
And in his hand he tightly clutched his 
warm and bleeding heart. 


A temple keeper told to me this tale of 
righted wrong 
As in a quaint bazaar we sat and 
drank of black pouchong. 
He handed me a little knife and said, 
with eyes alight: 
“We found this by our idol when we 
went to it that night;” 
And graven on the handle was the 
name, “Lieutenant Wright.” 


On a misty, Burma mountain stands a 
god of virgin gold, 
A savage, scowling image, awe-inspir- 
ing to behold. 
The Karen hillsmen shun it and the 
Zayiens pass it by, 
For whomsoever touches it is doomed 
at once to die. 
A priceless emerald glitters for the idol’s 
only eye. 
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Around Galley Fires 


By “Doc” Clifford 


One of the finest, firmest, and most 
loyal friends that the Marines and 
Sailors of New York have ever had is 
Miss Mary Mc- 
Elliott, who for 
| quite a number of 
| years has_ been 
| the capable and 
| efficient hostess 
of the National 
Navy Club. Her 
work been 
one of incessant 
toil in the inter- 
| est of all those 
who were sta- 
tioned in New 
| York and those 
| whose ships or 
} vacation periods 

brought them to 

the Big City. The 
men of the Naval 

Hospital revelled 
in the cheery visit of their “Big Sister” 
every week, whose smiles and helpful 
words dispelled their gloom, and brought 
sunshine to hearts so often by pain and 
suffering oppressed. Miss McElliott is 
now enjoying a vacation at her home in 
Chicago, during which we may be sure 
the men of the Great Lakes Station will 
be seeing her as often as she can break 
away from her home friends in the 
“Windy City.” 

* * * 

Memorial Day with its Parades is 
never forgotten in New York and Brook- 
lyn, and in no part of the world is it 
surpassed in its intense earnestness to 
fittingly observe the National Remem- 
brance of those who so willingly gave 
themselves for their Country and their 
Flag. This year I spent the day with 
the Second Division American Legion 
Post of New York City. Commencing 
the early morning, at the request of the 
Federation of Churches, I was privileged 
to conduct the Nation-wide hook-up, 
through W.E.A.F., of the morning De- 
votions in which the Federation’s Quar- 
tette under Arthur Billings Hunt ren- 
dered a splendid program of sacred 
melody and song. At 9:15 A. M. the 
assembling of Troops were marching for 
their rendezvous on Broadway and River- 
side Drive and never have I witnessed 
or taken part in a Parade in which punc- 
tuality and excellence of soldierly ap- 
pearance was better shown. The group 
of which I formed a part was under the 
command of Daniel H. Davison and most 
creditably reflected the records of that 
splendid Division of which the U. S. 
Marines formed an integral part. 

* 

The afternoon was spent entirely in 

appropriately decorating the graves of 


Dawson Photo 


“Doc” Clifford 


THE I§ATHERNECK 


Second Division men who have been 
buried in Cypress Hills and other ceme- 
teries in the vicinity of New York and 
Brooklyn, the Post’s Auxiliary of loyal 
women being on hand as usual to bring 
that home touch which always has fol- 
lowed the example of Mother of Christ 
of whom it was written “Near the Cross 
stood His Mother.” Over seventy graves 
were thus visited by us while thousands 
of others were doing duty in the same 
manner for those whose memories and 
affection they still held dear. 


* * * 


One fine contingent of Marine Re- 
serves in uniform marched to the ceme- 
tery in excellent formation to honor the 
memory of three unknown Marines 
whose graves had been found years ago 
but of whom no records could be traced. 
A Mother and her little family gathered 
around the grave in which was buried 
a Sailor, of whom they knew nothing 
except that when alive “he was simply 
Jack and used to visit us sometimes.” 


* * * * 


The grave of Mother Davison was of 
course not neglected as we gathered 
around it in Mount Carmel and thanked 
God for her noble work for the Service 
Men which made hers a household name 
wherever men of the Marine Corps, the 
Navy and the Army who had known New 
York assembled to talk over their tour 
of duty in or visits to the City. 

* oe * 


June came in with celebrations again 
of the Second Division at Baltimore as 
the men of 1917-1918 with such fine as- 
sociations met for the Reunion under the 
direction of Major General Paul B. Ma- 
lone. It was a great disappointment to 
me that I could not be present but those 
who were able to get there enjoyed the 
usual excellent time that the buddies 
of the Second always have when they 
meet together. Perhaps next year at 
Chicago I shall be able to greet what we 
of the Second always consider the 
“flower of the A.E.F.” and “second to 
none” in records of service and affections 
of each other. 

* x * * 


The poem of the month is entitled 
“Old Battlefields” and is from the pen 
of J. L. Cashman in “Brooklyn Chat.” 


OLD BATTLEFIELDS 


Long years of peace have stilled the 
battle thunder, 
Wild grasses quiver where the fight 
was won— 
Masses of blossom, lightly blown asun- 
der, 
Drop down white petals on the silent 
gun. 
For life is kind and sweet things grow 
unbidden, 
Turning the scenes of strife to bloomy 
bowers. 


~ 
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One only knows what secrets may he 
hidden 
Beneath his cloud of flowers. 


Poor heart, above thy field of sorrow 
sighing 
For smitten faith and hope untimely 
slain, 
Leave thou the soil where in thy dead 
are lying 
To the soft sunlight and the cleansing 
rain. 
Love works in silence, hiding all the 
traces 
Of bitter conflict on the trampled sod. 
And time shall show thee all life’s battle 
places 


Veiled by the hand of God. 
* * 


On June 15th the New York Recruit- 
ing Station moves to no rent quarters 
in the Federal Building at Washington 
and Christopher Streets, New York City. 
This is not such an ideal location for 
recruiting but will be a big saving in 
the interest of economy and with the ex- 
perienced force on hand no doubt the 
District will produce their usual quota 
of desirable recruits. 

Sergeant Roy Moran an old timer with 
this District has transferred to Marine 
Barracks, Quantico, Va., and we are all 
sorry to see him leave and wish him suc- 
cess. Sergeant Thomas Brown who for 
some time was NCO in charge of the 
sub-Station at Syracuse, N. Y., and 
which station has been recently closed 
has been transferred to the Newark, N. 
J., station left by Sergeant Moran and 
Brown who is an excellent sub-station 
man will keep up the good work at that 
station. 

The speeding truck driver, Sergeant 
Smith, is standing by to move us to our 
new quarters and promised to move us 
in circus fashion guaranteeing that there 
will not be anything left behind. He 
still finds time to build additions to his 
pigeon coops as he is contemplating put- 
ting in a large stock in the near future. 
We have a story heard around Jersey 
regarding a certain Marine who while 
sighting along the barrel of his trusty 
shot-gun in the Jersey marshes almost 
had both eyes scratched out by a swamp- 
partridge which ran from the front sight 
to the rear sight and pecked him. 

Our 350-pound recruiter Sergeant 
Glass still puffs and grunts while he 
trudges along the streets doing his best 
to bring in a long list of waiting pros- 
pective applicants as we will probably 
soon be on the lookout for a monthly 
quota of first enlistments. 

Ex-Sergeant Edward Leonard who is 
now a Lieutenant in the Army reserve, 
drops in quite frequently, and Bill 
Koomer or maybe better known as Eng- 
lish, our Ex-Premier Recruiter, is also 
on the job. Our removal will be a great 
blow to Sgt. Bob English, but don’t 
worry, girls, the Marine Corps wants 
men, and we expect to be back on the old 
street again someday. 
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Sea Going 
STURTEVANT STORIES 
By Robert Upton 


The homeless Marines have at last 
got a home (or so we are told). Having 
been members of Marine Detachment 
U. S. S. “Wickes,” Marine Detachment, 
U. S. S. “Hannibal,” we are now mem- 
bers of the U. S. S. “Sturtevant,” and 
we hope this shall be our home per- 
manently. 

At this writing we are still in camp at 
Fort Clayton, C. Z., but when you read 
this we shall be aboard our ship. We 
leave this camp with no misgiving, and 
will stay on the Colon side; Panama City 
is not so hot, anyway. 

There is very little news to offer this 
time. Due to the fact that it has rained 
so much, nothing has happened. 

Pfe. Flatt says that if it keeps on 
raining, he will have to put in for a med- 
ical discharge. He says that he has 
walked in so much mud and water he is 
becoming web-footed. 

Pvt. Farr caz.’t understand why it is 
necessary to have a fire patrol when it 
rains so much. He claims that you 
couldn’t start a fire in this camp if you 
struck oil and stuck a match to it. 

Pvt. Levandoski stopped swimming 
long enough to turn into the sick bay 
with a slight touch of fever. We hope 
he will soon be back with us. 

Pvt. Mahaffey turned in also, but is 
back with us, well as ever. Pvt. Brewer 
is seen about camp with a little blue 
book in his hand. Wonder what that 
means? Good luck, Brewer. Pvt, Hin- 
ski has returned to the States. The 
detachment wishes him the very best of 
luck. 

Privates Rawls and Ramsey have got 
a racket all their own. They are the 
only ones who like to see it rain. If sev- 
eral get together and want to play cards, 
Rawls and Ramsey display the sign, 
“Tent for Rent.” The sharks enter, each 
player deposits a cent or two for the 
use of the tent, and an enjoyable time 
is had by all. Playing such games as 
Nosey Poker, Pig, Old Maid and such? ? 

Pvt. Perkins is very anxious to know 
the scandal these days. If Perkins 
hears someone say something a couple 
of blocks away, he pokes his head out 
of his tent and yells, “What was that? 
What did you say his name is?” and 
other such expressions. If he misses 
anything (which is doubtful) Pvt. Meek- 
ins will eventually get hold of it, so the 
detachment is kept well informed. 

Someone made the suggestion that the 
galley force get a scale and weigh the 
chow. This came about when Lehman 


gave someone four prunes instead of 
three. Sergeant Walters holds down so 
many jobs, he gets mixed up. He is 
Mess, Police and Property Sergeant. He 
will start after a saw in the property 
tent and end up with a hot cake in the 
galley. 

First Sergeant Carlson tells the 
tale of the time he was in China It 
seems that he and several others were 
very fond of beer (for that matter, who 
isn’t?). So fond were they of it that 
they started to buy it by the four-gallon 
kegs. This went on for sometime until 
a four-gallon keg looked like a half pint. 
This was quickly remedied. From then 
on instead of a four-gallon, it got to be 
an eight-gallon and in turn by some 
miracle or an increase of their drink- 
ing capacity, this eight-gallon merely 
took on the aspects of a pint. This was 
remedied by buying their beer in barrel 
lots. Carlson left China about this time. 
If he had stayed we haven’t the slight- 
est doubt that his love for beer would 
have ended up in his buying a brewery. 

Sergeant New just said that he was 
going to scalp a couple of gut eaters. 
I don’t know what that is, so you will 
have to figure that out for yourself. 

Sergeant Noonan and Pfc. Stiles are 
still arguing as to who is the best man 
in playing checkers. Pvt. Roberts has 
gone goofy about Acey-Duecey, and 
spends about half his time playing with 
Corporal Hoskins. 

We have two Marines who came in 
from liberty and instead of going to bed. 
roamed off like a couple of cows, missed 
bunk check. Result: Bye, bye liberty. 

Pvt. Kledzik looks sad these days. The 
reason: He will soon be in Colon and 
the fair sex are in Panama City. 

Corporal Premo says the only thing 
between him and the poorhouse is the 
distance. A lot of us feel the same 
way, Premo. 

Corporal Williams and Darling’s tent 
looked as if a cyclone had struck it a 
few days ago. This came about when 
one of them dropped a nickle through a 
crack. 


MARYLAND MURMURS 
By Fred Wilkinson 

Maryland—San Francisco. It is diffi- 
cult to confine oneself to news of the 
ship and Marine Detachment, wholly, 
when one is at San Francisco. Hence 
the reason for the opening sentence. 

It would be unfair and ungrateful to 
narrate one’s pleasures and enjoyments 
since coming to San Francisco Bay with- 
out expressing one’s gratitude and ap- 
preciation to the people of the “City 
that Knows How.” 

Nothing has been too good for us, the 


city’s guests. Official welcomes, and un- 
official, seem dwarfed by the whole- 
hearted spontaneity with which the 
people of this city have greeted us. 

Clubs have been thrown open—“Navy 
Nights” have been observed at baseball 
games, theatres and etc. Street cars 
have been free and information booths 
were erected. In fact I believe in spite 
of all the credit Los Angeles undoubtedly 
deserves for its magnificent preparations 
for the Olympic Games and the foreign 
athletes, to be their guests, that San 
Francisco deserves infinitely more for 
its welcome to its own, the officers and 
men of the fleet. 

Here is a city distinctly different. We 
urge every Marine to try to see and 
know it, at sometime during his cruise. 

One feels upon landing in San Fran 
cisco that something, almost anything, 
may happen to him at anytime, and it 
usually does. There are the places of 
beauty, Golden Gate Park, second larg- 
est park in this country and certainly 
the most beautiful. The famous hills of 
earthquake fame, Nob Hill and Russian 
Hill, looking down on the fleet giving a 
gigantic search-light display. These 
things and many others, we of the fleet 
have enjoyed. We can think of no bet- 
ter place to land the forty thousand 
men of the fleet for play and recreation, 
after the intensive training and maneuv 
ering we have just finished. 

Many of the boys have taken the op- 
portunity to visit their homes in and 
around the Bay Counties. We envy such 
fortunate ones as Pvt. F. E. Davis, Pvt. 
F. C. Miller and several others. We 
noted, insofar as possible to observe, that 
not one Leatherneck in the detachment 
omitted sending a remembrance to 
mother on Mothers’ Day. 

Our detachment placed several men on 
the rifle and pistol teams for the 
matches contested at Mare Island during 
our San Francisco stay. Members of 
the range detail included Captain Ogles- 
by as executive officer, Lieutenant Hill, 
assistant, and Corporals Sealey and 
Henderson, Privates Goss, Crandall and 
White and the inevitable musics- 
“Speedball” Peters and Ketchum. 

Many of the short-timers are discuss- 
ing Sunnyvale, the new airport and home 
for the giant airship, “Akron,” cogitat- 
ing and arguing as to the advisability of 
doing duty there. Far be it from us to 
attempt to influence them, but as the 
base is just being established and will of 
necessity need plenty of excavating, 
grading and all the other incidentals to 
establishment. We see plenty of work 
in the offing, which should be argument 
enough. 

We were disappointed to read in “The 
Leatherneck” that “Charlie the Greek” 
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was on duty as police sergeant at Haiti; 
just think what he could do, in such a 
duty status, in such a new and fertile 
field as Sunnyvale. Oh yes, Charlie was 
on the “Maryland”’—a month. 

Corporal Ruth has been transferred to 
Mare Island to await further transporta- 
tion to China. Possessing the rare at- 
tribute of being able to keep quiet and 
still be capable, he was well liked and 
we wish him luck. Wonder if the people 
whom we meet aren’t alone worth the 
four years of our service? 

Oh yes, we shouldn’t forget the parade 
held in San Francisco. As are all pa- 
rades (except hunger marches) it was 
quite inspiring. For the first time for 
many of us, the Marines of all ships 
marched in mass formation. 


THE WYOMING’S BACK 
By W. L. Frey 


Believe me Friday the thirteenth is 
not unlucky! The USS “Chester” with 
the “Wyoming” Detachment as pas- 
sengers, pulled into the Navy Yard at 
Brooklyn on the morning of May 13, 
which was also Friday. A nice rain 
was secured for the occasion to make 
the boys feel more at home. 

The old “Wyoming” was just across 
the dock from the “Chester.” As soon as 
the dock lines were secured the detach- 
ment moved back to the old home. We 
found the quarters, office and storerooms 
in good order, ready for occupancy. All 
our supplies from the Quartermaster’s 
Depot had arrived ahead of us. So be- 
fore night, we were settled once more, a 
fully equipped detachment, and ready to 
go to work. 

Work? No, for we were pleasantly 
surprised. The entire detachment was 
given a “forty-eight” starting at 8:00 
A. M., Saturday. All men who desired 
to do so were allowed to go on leave. 
The paymaster made our reception com- 
plete by paying us before 8:00 o’clock 
Saturday morning. 

The boys are all glad to be back to the 
“Wyoming.” We are certain there is no 
better ship in the Navy. 

We are off again to get in some more 
flying time. This time it is the summer 
training cruise for our future Admirals. 
Half of the first and third class of the 
Naval Academy are aboard for this 
cruise, the other half of these classes 
will make the cruise starting on August 
first. The present cruise will include 
stops at Galveston and Ponce, Porto 
Rico. Adios. 


OLD IRONSIDES 
By O. Timm, Jr. 


I believe this is the first time our 
small detachment has ever broadcast. 
We wanted to tell the rest of the Corps 
about our detachment quite a while ago 
but always put it off, not knowing what 
to say or how to go about it. 

The detachment is fifteen strong and 
of the original draft, only five remain. 
The other ten have been transferred to 
this ship from various ports along the 
Atlantic and Gulf Coasts. I will en- 
deavor to tell about each. 

Sgt. Joseph Cvetkovich, our NCO-in- 
Charge, came aboard at New York. His 
previous service includes time with the 
Mail Guard, the Fourth Regiment in 
Shanghai and the Guardia Nacional in 
Nicaragua. For the sake of convenience, 
he goes by the name of “Ski.” 
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Then there is Corporal Billert, he came 
aboard at Boston as a Private First 
Class. You can’t keep a good man 
down. Majority of his troubles come 
from women, but he has decided that a 
certain teacher in Boston is the sweetest 
of them all. We hope she will be a good 
and generous cook; he can certainly stow 
it away. Billert was a M. P. at Port 
au Prince, Haiti, before going to Boston. 

Percy LeRoy Lamont, now a Corporal, 
joined us at New York. He is also 
guilty of heart-breaking, the big sheik. 
We don’t know how the telephone com- 
pany would exist without him. Percy is 
quite an athlete, being the catcher for 
the Receiving Ship Nine and he is look- 
ing forward to playing football this fall. 
He served on the “Lexington” and in 
Cuba before his transfer to New York. 

Then we have the man with the “Hol- 
lywood Hashmark,” John Patrick Waller. 
Before coming aboard, he was the orig- 
inal “goldbrick” at the Boston Post 
Exchange. He often tells us how he 
fought the bandits behind the Exchange 
counter in Nicaragua. “J. P.” as he is 
better known, has quite a following of 
the fairer sex. They go wild over his 
mustache. Although, most of us have 


developed one of these soup strainers at 
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one time or another, “J. P.” alone still 
graces his misplaced eyebrow. Without 
it and his Pepsodent smile, he would be 
minus his necessary personality. Until a 
month ago, he told us the many advan- 
tages of the Coast Guard, and we were 
surprised when he extended for the ship. 
Of course, everyone knows Standwood 
Wellington “Barney or Mary” Merdith. 
His great grandfather served aboard this 
ship when men were men. He is just 
a little fellow weighing 230 pounds, just 
two pounds less than a baby elephant. 
He is second in eating only to Corporal 
Billert, but in spite of that, he tells us 
that he is getting to look like a skeleton. 
On our trip South, he had a cute little 
mustache. Well, it happened that while 
at Port Arthur, Texas, one of the 
theatres was showing the Cuban Love 
Song with Laurence Tibbett. Believe it 
or not, Barney was his exact double. 
Fate guided Barney to this theatre one 
day and in less time than it takes to 
tell it, he was surrounded by a large 
group of admiring females, thinking that 
he was Laurence himself, making a per- 
sonal appearance, they all attempted to 
kiss him, begged him for autographs and 
offered him their charming company. 
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Pfc. James Goldsborough, our crooner, 
was stationed at Washington Navy Yard 
before joining our ship. I wish I had a 
dollar for every time, he sang, “Sleepy 
time down South,” it would keep the 
“Bonus Army” here in food for six 
months. 

A recent addition to the detachment is 
Pfe. George Linday, he hails from So. 
Charleston, W. Va. He is quite a hit 
with the girls, although, he hasn’t been 
here a month, he knows more girls here 
than I have ever met. 

Villiam C. Koval, one of the original 
fifteen, previously served with the Ba- 
nana Fleet, aboard the “Cleveland.” He 
just left on a thirty-day furlough for 
home and the folks in Buffalo will be 
snowed under for the next month. 

George Gould, another of the fifteen, is 
quite a character. He enjoys teasing 
Rose, the monkey, and Grebes, the mas- 
eot. He has played so much with them 
that he can imitate all their queer noises, 
and also he has assumed the same facial 
expressions. 

Richard Schobel, the chicken of the 
ship, has what the women go wild about, 
mainly, youth, beauty and innocence. It 
is a shame the way women go after that 
boy. 

Ralph Wagner, the biggest sheik of 
them all, holds all records for heart- 
breaking. He freely admits that the 
girls just can’t resist him, what a man! 

Then we have Harold “Cowboy” Ben- 
nett, the big, silent man from the West. 
He talks less than Cal Coolidge and the 
only time he shows emotion is when he 
hears a plane. We think he aspires to 
be an aviator. 

Percy P. Thompson, a recent addition 
to the ship from the Naval Powder Fac- 
tory at Indian Head, Md. His service 
has been confined to the States and at 
present is the only belt maker on the 
ship. 

John “Apples” Brozack joined us from 
Quantico. He likes his apples. He says, 
“An apple a day keeps the doctor away.” 
We heard this expression before. 

Otto Campsen is another boy from 
Quantico. The day he came aboard, we 
thought a Presidential party was going 
to make a trip with us. After all his 
baggage had been stowed away, we noted 
that the ship drew another inch of 
water. 

The above is an introduction to the 
boys of this ship. The duty on board is 
unlike that of the modern ship. We 
have the 1812 conditions and surround- 
ings. We pump the bilges before break- 
fast and heave around on the capstan 
bars. The officers are fine and it is a 
pleasure to serve with them. The over- 
head is low and although the ship is 135 
years old, we still try to dislocate the 
beams with our heads. All we lack are 
football helmets. 


Our ship is now being groomed for a 
contemplated trip to the West Coast. 
We are all looking forward to it as we 
know that it will be as enjoyable as our 
recent cruise. 

Before I close I don’t want to fail to 
mention our visit to Houston; long will 
we remember that port; it was there that 
we had the most enjoyable stay on the 
cruise. We want to thank Mr. and Mrs. 
George C. Schleeter for the enjoyable 
party that we had at their home, which 
was held under the auspices of the Mc- 
Lemore Marine Corps League. 
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Miscellany 
MANAGUA HOLY RITES 


A few weeks ago the United States 
Marines in Nicaragua were witnesses of 
a religious ceremony which many of us 
had never seen or thought possible. 
Without a doubt, we received a new in- 
sight into religion as practiced by the 
Nicaraguans. The ceremony lasted for 
the entire week preceding Easter, and 
we wish to describe the impression that 
we received. 

During the entire week the banks, cus- 
tom office and newspaper offices were 
closed. Holy Thursday, Friday and 
Saturday morning until ten o’clock no 
traffic whatsoever was allowed on the 
streets (the Marine mail truck ran only 
by special dispensation, nothing else). 
The post office, shops and markets were 
closed; no trains ran in all Nicaragua, 
nor boats on the lakes. No laundry work 
was permitted in any home, and only the 
most necessary work of cleaning and 
cooking. Children were not allowed to 
play with noise-making toys. 

Every afternoon at five a procession 
passed through the streets. Every eve- 
ning scenes from the life of Christ were 
enacted on improvised stages on the 
sidewalks. 

Palm Sunday, Christ, riding a donkey, 
made his triumphal entrance into Man- 
agua. Tuesday passes the procession of 
Saint Peter. On the float was a cock 
which crowed from time to time, a re- 
minder of Saint Peter’s denying Christ 
three times. Wednesday was the proces- 
sion of the Silence, remembering the 
adoration of Christ in the Garden of 
Olives. Thursday was the procession of 
Jesus the Nazarene, carrying a clumsy 
green-painted cross. Friday a _ glass- 
encased coffin containing a figure of the 
Christ just as he was taken from the 
cross, and besides the coffin a huge white 
cross was carried in the procession, ac- 
companied by nearly the entire popu- 
lation of the city, and the Archbishop, a 
very kindly, well-beloved man. Saturday 
occurred the only procession with any 
real claim to beauty. Young girls of 
Managua, dressed in white and carrying 
blue ribbons attached to a lovely Floren- 
tine banner, preceded a float on which 
sat in front of the cross tiny girls 
dressed as angels. At the foot of the 
cross stood Mary in black robes—her 
long train of black velvet was carried by 
twelve young girls. 

Easter was the occasion of the final 
procession accompanied by the Presi- 
dent’s Guardia Band and all the people 
in their Easter finery. It was a great 
demonstration and gave us all a new in- 
sight into Nicaraguan life. 

Several things we shall always remem- 
ber from this religious demonstration 
are the absence of the familiar “bell- 
ringing” and the modes used by the 
Marines. in transporting supplies and 
baggage. Those who have been on duty 
in Niearagua can remember how the 
bells were liable to ring at any time of 
the day or night. Those who have not, 
cannot imagine what we are speaking of. 
These bells have a definite meaning, but 
as what it is the most of us have not 
been able to find out. Instead of the 
ringing bells an instrument resembling 
a “Hallow’een tick-tack” used. 
From watching a man operate this ma- 
chine, it looked that he turned a crank 
and the “ticks” poured forth as water. 
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The modes of transportation used were 
the “push-carts.” Much baggage was 
moved in these push-carts during the 
time when automobiles were not used. 

This religious week was quite a strain 
on the Marines because our activities 
were more or less restricted. Exercises 
and drills had to be conducted inside the 
Campo and athletics had to be carried on 
in the Campo or stopped temporarily. 
This did not have any effect on our base- 
ball team for they came back and kept 
on their winning streak. All the native 
teams encountered have been severely 
beaten and at the present time we are 
unable to schedule games with them. 
A traveling team from Santo Domingo 
is now in the country and claim to be 
the championship team of Central Amer- 
ica. A schedule of games is anticipated 
with this team and the outcome is doubt- 
ful. The past month we had an inter- 
esting volley-ball contest between the 
companies. The month before a basket- 
ball contest was held with the winners 
claiming allegiance from Headquarters 
company. The coming month a basket- 
ball tournament is under consideration 
and we all feel that a lot of interest 
will be shown by all the companies. In- 
terest in the new swimming pool has not 
dropped a bit and from the number 
found at the pool each day, we find it 
hard to even get wet. 

We all wish you a good time even if 
you are not with us. We all enjoy our- 
selves here in every respect and feel 
that we have a very good foreign duty 
station. 


BOWEN FIELD MINSTRELS 
By I. Schneider 


We’ve been rather quiet for a little 
while, but now we have a lot to crow 
about, so here goes: 

A barbecue and minstrel show was 
given by the enlisted personnel of Ob- 
servation Squadron Nine-M as a fare- 
well to the officers and their families 
who were to depart for the United States 
upon completion of their tour in Haiti. 
Both the show and the barbecue were 
held on the Pan-American Field on Sat- 
urday, May 7th, 1932 

The Bowen Field Minstrels led off the 
performance at 4 o’clock. Opening with 
“Hello, Eeverybody,” the boys gave a 
good account of themselves in their rep- 
artee and in the manner of putting over 
their specialties. Special mention should 
be made of “Peck” Childs, who imper- 
sonated a Southern Baptist preacher, the 
Reverend Mr. Lightnin’. His discourse 
on how the tiger died from water on the 
brain had them all snowed. He was, in 
fact, the hit of the day. 

A specialty that went over with a 
bang was a novelty dance act, in which 
Albert and Sophie Long, children of 
Lieutenant and Mrs. A. C. Long, Garde 
d’Haiti, participated. They performed 
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the Apache dance in their own clever 
style, and little Sophie gave an exhi- 
bition of dancing that won the audience 
over. 


Oh, yes, “Porky” Flynn and Long of 
the Q. M. and P. M. departments, re- 
spectively, gave a version of “Fish ’n 
More Fish.” Who caught the ush, how, 
and why, is still a mystery, but they used 
quart bottles for bait; so figure it out 
for yourself. 


Our Corpsman, Powers, and Perry 
played specialities, as did a quartet com- 
posed of these two and Petras and Mce- 
Kenna. Heeb Balog, the big butch of 
the Commissary, treated the folks to 
one of his rare dance novelties, accom- 
panied by Anderson and Hibbard, who 
played their string instruments. The 
first half of the program was closed 
with the entire cast singing “Dark Town 
Strutters’ Ball.” 

The minstrel characters for the Bowen 
Field Minstrels follow: 


Schneider 
Perry 
Petras 
Childs 


The second half of the minstrel pro- 
gram was “The High Brown Breach of 
Promise Case.” This is a black and tan 
absurdity. Our own gang of tempera- 
mental players took the situation well 
in hand and expounded a breach of prom- 
ise case the likes of which we doubt will 
ever be expounded again in these parts. 
Yours truly did not participate in this 
part of the program, so he can tell you 
just how good it was. “Peck” Childs, 
the dependable cuss, was once again the 
main gazabo, as they say in some cir- 
cles, though we can’t say which. Tak- 
ing the part of lazy Benny Buzzer, the 
janitor, he put in some of his own wise- 
cracks that helped put the show over 
big. At times when the lawyers were 
weakening, Childs would come across 
with some witty remark and have the 
audience roaring with laughter, and by 
that time Lawyer Snap had his cue, and 
he was ready to go ahead. Mann and 
Hembree, both of whom had parts in 
the show, were sent to the hospital a day 
before the show was held, and at this 
writing we wish to extend our apprecia- 
tion to “Georgia” Graham and Ben 
Thomas for so ably filling in on such 
short notice Harry Hyman was a wow 
as Miss Ammonia W hite, who was suing 
Rastus Jones (Powers) for breach of 
promise. The climax of the show was 
when Bolivar Chickenfeet, played by 
William Griffiths, spilled the beans in 
exposing the fact that Miss Ammonia 
and Lawyer Snap (Day) were man and 
wife. Sargent played his part as sheriff 
real well and Carpenter dignified the 
bench as the Honorable Judge Goose. 
“Canteen” Walsh was a scream as 
Aunty Louder. And say, boys, tell the 
truth, wasn’t that little piece of Aunty’s 
folding her dress under, a neat bit of 
work? It was just too effeminate! The 
boys were trying to get dates out of him, 
or should we say her? The witnesses 
and jurors all played their parts well. 
A quartet rendered “Simple Sue,” while 
Rastus played “Why Do You Do Me 
Like You Do Me?” and Bucksaw gave 
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his version of “You Gotta Be Good” as 
specialties in the court scene. 
The cast of characters follow: 
THE HIGH BROWN BREACH OF 
PROMISE CASE 


Judge Goose 


Childs 
Sheriff Shrinks ................Sargent 
Thomas 
Jurymen 
Simon Peter Peck-in-Paw...... Petras 
Doolittle Doughhead ........McKenna 
Bolivar Chickenfeet ......... Griffiths 
Inkblack Nightshade ......+ Adamezyk 
Lillyblossom Razorblade Calhoun 
Fuller 


Yours truly arranged the entire min- 
strel performance, and though it was 
hard work, it was all done for everyone’s 
having a good time. As far as we were 
told, the thing went over just fine, and 
we feel safe in saying that all the par- 
ticipants were glad to give of their 
time and services just as long as a good 
time was had by all. 

During intermission, Sergeant Rubin 
presented the departing officers with 
gifts from the personnel of the squad- 
ron. Major Davis told us how proud he 
was in being C. O. of such a great out- 
fit. Captain Rogers seconded the re- 
marks of Major Davis, and Captain 
Merz told of how good a quartermaster 
he used to be. We still maintain, Cap- 
tain Merz, that you were an A No. 1 
quartermaster while with us, and we 
know that the Aircraft Squadrons at 
Quantico are going to have an A. No. 1 
quartermaster when you report there for 
duty. Lieutenant Walker claimed he 
needed the shoes, but we guess he found 
he was mistaken; there were no shoes 
in that package. Mr. Erdman said very 
little, but we know that he was both 
sorry and glad to be going. He had been 
down here over three years and he rated 
going back. 

Upon completion of the minstrel 
show, “Pop” Pelz took command with 
his first-rate barbecue sandwiches, and 
we just can’t remember who ladled out 
the beer. 

Following is the line-up of the men 
who worked to put the whole thing over. 
They all rate having their names in 
“The Leatherneck,” and yours truly is 
once again keeping his promise. 

General arrangements, Sergeant Major 
N. Rothstein. 

Reception Committee, MT-Sgt. Good- 
ing, Ist Sgt. Hartkopf, Pfc. Logan. 

Decorations and lighting, Gy. Sgt. Wil- 
liams, Sgt. Cowie, Pvt. Lancour. 


Refreshments, Stf. Sgt. Pelz, Pvt. 
Campbell, Pvt. Powers. 

Stage effects, Stf. Sgt. Brown, Pvt. 
Dunshee, Pvt. Beatty. 
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Tentage and equipment, QM. Sgt. 
Donnelly, QM. Sgt. Flynn, Pvt. Leonard. 

Property, Sgt. Frankie Eagan and his 
colored brethren. 

Transportation, Pvt. Delisle. 

Entertainment, Pvt. Schneider. 

* x 

Friday afternoon, May 6th, Lieuten- 
ant Walker, pilot, with Lieutenant Kimes 
as co-pilot, flew the Sikorsky to Guan- 
tanamo Bay, Cuba, where they met the 
“Kittery,” and on Saturday morning flew 
back to Port with our new Commanding 
Officer, Major James T. Moore, U. S. 
Marine Corps. The Brigade Commander 
was on the field when our new C. O. 
arrived by plane, and the monthly Bri- 
gade Commander’s inspection was held 
that morning. 

On the following day the “Kittery” 
brought to our shores our new quarter- 
master, Captain Henry A Carr, and 
Captain Jesse A. Nelson, who will take 


up the cudgels of the Engineering 
Officer. MT-Sgt. William Groves also 
took the trip on “Slippery Kate,” and 


now he is at the bottom of the list for 
men to return to the U. S. Imagine, 
Shepard, he goes back in November, 
1934. We didn’t know they had the cal- 
endar printed so far in advance! 

And that isn’t all the news we wish 
to crow about. No, indeed! 

Didn’t we tell you sometime back that 
“Teddie” Gooding was to become a bene- 
dict? Perhaps it took him all this while 
to figure up what he gains by drawing 
commutation of quarters and rations 
allowance, but now he did, for a fact, go 
ahead and got himself married The date 
was Saturday, May 21st, 1932. The 
young lady was Miss Grave Villa, MT- 
Set. Weigland’s sister-in-law. After the 
arduous tasks of going through the civil 
and religious performances, the young 
couple took off for Kenscoff, where they 
will spend a short honeymoon. They 
have the good wishes of all VO-9M for 
a successful and happy married life. 
And may all their troubles be little ones. 


China 
4TH MARINE NEWS NOTES 
By Frank Burton 


The war is over and peace and tran- 
quility reigns in the rank and file of the 
4th Marines and, although a light 
guard is still maintained along the Soo- 
chow Creek front line, sporting activi- 
ties are again in full swing and the 
“Fighting Fourth” has abandoned hand 
grenades for baseballs and rifles for bats 
and settled down once again to the busi- 
ness of upholding the honor of the Corps 
on the athletic field. 

On April 11 the entire Regiment went 


into mourning as Pvt. Lowell L. 
“Whitey” Hahn, one of the most out- 
standing athletes in the 4th Marines, 


died from a heart attack while working 
at his desk in the pay office. On April 
2 “Whitey” had been voted the most 
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AT SHANGHAI 


RACE DAY 
What’s wrong with this picture? 


valuable player on the Regimental 
Rugby squad, a committee composed of 
the Commanding Officer, Athletic Officer, 
Coach of the Rugby team and the Ath- 
letic Officers of the 1st and 3rd Battalions 
choosing him as the recipient of a hand- 
some wrist watch presented by the Pri- 
vates’ Club. He was a conscientious, hard- 
working player, well liked by his run- 
ning mates and a dangerous man on the 
field. His death was a shock, not only 
to the members of the Regiment, but to 
every lover of sport in Shanghai, many 
of whom attended or sent floral offerings 
to his funeral, honoring the man who 
carried the traditions of his country and 
Corps into every contest. 

The Navy “Y” basketball league, 
started in January but interrupted when 
the clouds of war overhung the city, 
went into action again and on April 14 
the Regimental Band met and defeated 
the 25th Company of the Ist Battalion 
to tie up the standing and force a play- 
off between these two teams, both having 
won 11 and lost one. In the first of the 
two out of three games for the cham- 
pionship, the 25th Company forwards, 
Devins, Green and Gordon, were working 
perfectly and they took the match 33 to 
19, but in the second contest, staged 
two evenings later, the famed Band de- 
fense started working and in one of the 
most exciting matches of the year the 
musicians came through to win by the 
narrow margin of one point, a last- 
minute basket by Bennett giving them 
an 18-17 lead and again tying things 
up. The final contest started out all in 
favor of the 25th Company and for the 
first half they had everything their way. 
The band made a great come-back 
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though in the second canto and in the 
final minute of play brought the score 
up to 25-23 in favor of the 25th, but 
they could not come through with the 
tying goal before the final whistle blew 
and the 25th Company was crowned as 
champions. 


The Regimental basketball squad ap- 
peared in action again in an All-Service 
basketball league sponsored by the Navy 
“Y,” but ran into tough opposition when 
they stacked up against the 3lst In- 
fantry and although they won all their 
other games, the doughboys, led by one 
of the greatest basketball players ever 
seen in the Orient, Lieutenant Roosma, 
former West Point star, won the league 
without a defeat. 

Two fight cards were staged in Shang- 
hai during the month of April with the 
Marines breaking about even on wins 
and losses. The first card found Sgt. 
Jimmie Brandt, formerly of Guam, 
stacked up against a much better man in 
the shape of Younge Alde of Honolulu, 
and although Jimmie put up an excel- 
lent fight, the decision was well in favor 
of Alde. Fred Zavelitch clearly out- 
pointed Bud Graves of the U. S. S. 
“Houston” in an exciting ten-round bout, 
but the judges disagreed with the crowd 
and called it a draw. Kid Jennings and 
Fred Urech of the 3lst Infantry put on 
an excellent bout and as neither man 
could gain an advantage, the judges 
again marked up a draw decision. 


The second card, staged April 30, 
again found Fred Zavelitch in the ring, 
this time against Bobby Pate from the 
U. S. S. “Houston,” lightweight cham- 
pion of the Asiatic Fleet. Fred left 
nothing to the judges this time, climbing 
all over his man for six rounds and 


dropping him with a right uppercut for 
the count in the seventh, although the 
sailor’s seconds threw in the towel just 
before the count of ten, making it a 
. Larry Blakely, wearing 4th 
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Post Photo Shop, MD, Peiping 


International contenders for the Johnson Trophy 


Marine colors for the first time, met a 
clowning opponent that he did not know 
how to handle and although he solved 
the problem and started fighting in the 
last two rounds, it was too late to make 
up for the early rounds and the fight 
went to his opponent The other Marine 
in the ring, “Wop” Standell, fought an 
even match with Kurin Berg of Shanghai 
and garnered a well-earned draw. 

The golf season in Shanghai opened 
during the month of April with a double 
elimination tournament staged by the 
Navy “Y,” open to all enlisted men in 
Shanghai. Fourth Marine golfers were 
well represented and the winners’ 
bracket found Garrison of the 25th Com- 
pany matched against a sailor from the 
“Houston” while the finals of the losers’ 
bracket found Sgt. Major Rice and 
Hashman of the 25th Company matched 
against each other. The final standing 
found Garrison winner, the sailor sec- 
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The East and the West meet when the radio gang uses an old Buddhist temple as a 
setting for their telephone instruments. 


ond, Hashman third, and Sgt. Major 
Rice fourth. Bishop, star Marine golfer, 
was unable to enter the competition due 
to an injured ankle. 

Baseball season has started and over 
70 men reported to Ist Lieutenant Saun 
ders, new baseball coach, for the initial 
workout. Many of the stars of last 
year’s season are still with us, includ 
ing Vitek, Fogleman, Toner, Moore, 
Lund, Munari and Hoffman, and every- 
thing points to a very successful season 
as a number of new players with good 
records are with us. Strong competition 
will be encountered during the summer 
as the 3lst Infantry is expected to field 
a strong team, while the Shanghai Ama 
teurs and teams from the Japanese Army 
and Navy will go towards making an 
interesting season. 


U. S. MARINES WIN INTER. 
NATIONAL SUB-CALIBER 
MATCH IN PEIPING 


When the international sub-caliber 
rifle match, held in the American Le- 
gation Guard’s small arms gallery in 
Peiping on Apri. 4th and 5th, was com- 
pleted, it was found that the American 
Marines hau again proved that they 
“had the situation well in hand.” Thus 
the Marine Guard became the first win 
ners of a handsome silver shield, a 
trophy presented for competition by the 
Honorable Nelson Trusler Johnson, 
American Minister to China. Mr. John 
son’s interest in rifle competition was 
aroused during the service matches held 
at Peiping last fall, and led to the pres- 
entation of the Johnson Trophy, the pur 
pose of which is to promote friendly 
rifle competition between the Legation 
Guards stationed in Peiping. The John- 
son Trophy Match will be staged an- 
nually. 

Eight teams fired in the spring match, 
the American, British, Italian and 
French Guards each entering two four- 
man teams. The total scores for each 
guard were as follows: 


1533 
Italian Guard ........... 1506 
French Guard ........... 1470 


With individual team scores the Ma- 
rines took first and second places, with 
the British in third place. The Ameri 
can second team nosed out the Leather- 
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neck first team for initial honors by 
garnering 793 points to the first team’s 
790. Corporal Borth, U. S. M. C., and 
Pfe. Davison, U. S. M. C., tied for high- 
point honors with a pair of pretty pos- 
sibles, 200 points apiece. Color Ser- 
geant Foster of the British Guard was 
third with 199, and Corporal Brown, 
Corporal Roberts and Pfc. Peterson, all 
Marines, tied for fourth with 198 points 
each. 

ist Sgt. Melvin T. Huff, U. S. M. C., 
holder of “Distinguished Rifleman” and 
“Distinguished Pistolman” medals, was 
the coach of the triumphant Marine sec- 
ond team. Sgt. A. J. V. Roberts, U. S. 
M. C., who also wears a “Distinguished 
Rifleman” medal, coached the first team. 


Detachments 


MANHATTAN MELODIES 


Our Post Adjutant, Captain George 
D. Hamilton, has returned from tem- 
porary detached duty at the Marine Bar- 
racks, Quantico, Va., where he made a 
place in the pistol matches held recently 
at that post. 

The end of this month will find a new 
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roster of the commissioned personnel 
at this post. Major Arnold W. Jacobson 
will have been detached to the First 
Brigade Marines, Port au Prince, Haiti, 
as the relief of Major Paul A. Capron, 
Brigade Quartermaster. Major Jacob- 
son’s relief is Captain Frank Whitehead, 
Marine Corps. First Lieutenant David 
A. Stafford has been detached to the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Quantico, Va., with a de- 
lay until 30 June in reporting at his new 
station. Second Lieutenants John H. 
Griebel and Miles S. Newton are stand- 
ing by for detachment to duty with the 
Special Service Squadron in Panama 
waters. 


Second Lieutenant Paul Drake, Ma- 
rine Corps, reported for duty from the 
First Brigade, Haiti, having completed 
temporary detached duty at Quantico, 
Va. Upon completion of the Basic 
School Course at Marine Barracks, 
Philadelphia, Second Lieutenants James 
H. Brower and Harold I. Larson will re- 
port for duty. The Assistant Paymas- 
ter’s Deputy, Chief Pay Clerk Alfred L. 
Robinson is being detached to the First 
Brigade, Port au Prince, Haiti, and he 
will be relieved by Chief Pay Clerk Ed- 
ward L. Claire, Marine Corps. Con- 
gratulations are hereby extended to Sec- 
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ond Lieutenant and Mrs. Miles S. New- 
ton on the arrival of a daughter, Doro- 
thy Hopkins Newton, on June Ist. 

Sergeant John D. Lockburner was re- 
cently transferred to the West Coast for 
duty at San Diego. John states the 
West Coast is O.K. at present. 

Private Kenneth B. Parker is at pres- 
ent holding down the position of Navy 
Mail Clerk since the relieving of Private 
Lloyd A. Morrison, Jr., who is at present 
doing straight duty. 

Sergeant Charles W. Dowers returned 
from his three months reenlistment fur- 
lough and is at present back on his old 
job as Commandant’s orderly, relieving 
Sergeant James E. Kenny who acted as 
Charley’s understudy while he was on 
leave. 

Corporal Robert F. Longley was re- 
cently discharged by reason of expira- 
tion of enlistment and will remain on the 
outside for a while as he has a position 
over in New York, his place as clerk in 
the Commanding Officer’s office has been 
filled by Corporal William A. Grupe 
pending the arrival of Staff Sergeant 
Fred H. Kelsey who is at present on 
furlough, having joined by staff returns 
from Haiti. 

Sergeant Joseph F. Kriz joined from 
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The Ball Room of the Canidrome during a supper dance given by the Enlisted Men of the Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China 
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the West Coast and is at present spend- 
ing his leave out on Long Island. 
Sergeant Angelo J. Lo Guidice joined 
from the MD. USS “Chester” and has 
been transferred to the Marine Bar- 
racks, New Orleans, La., for duty. Ser- 
geant Howard Gould has been trans- 
ferred to the Marine Detachment, Re- 
ceiving Ship, Navy Yard, New York 
for duty. Gabby states that he is get- 
ting along fine and has the best job in 
the Marine Corps. He did not say what 
he was doing or supposed to be doing. 


SEATTLE SETTLERS 
By Corporal B. Lidyard 


The city of Seattle has numerous 
places of interest, as is to be expected 
of the “Queen City of the Northwest,” 
and among these interesting spots to 
which a visitor will be naturally guided, 
is the Naval Air Station. Sand Point is 
the location, according to the natives, 
as the station is located on the shore 
of Lake Washington near a promontory 
bearing that name. 

The scenic beauty of this station is in 
itself an inspiration for doing bigger 
and better things—the broad expanse of 
Lake Washington with its wooded shores, 
snow-covered peaks in the distance, and 
the bright green of the turf landing 
field, all join to make the station a 
beauty spot if nothing else. This, how- 
ever, is not enough for the people of 
this country, as they are particularly air- 
minded and never a day passes when 
there are not numerous visitors to watch 
the Navy and Marine pilots do their 
stuff. 

Enough for the station; now for the 
Marine Detachment, which observed its 
second birthday on Saturday, April 30, 
by taking part in the ceremonies at- 
tending the relief of Lieutenant Com- 
mander A. E. Montgomery by Lieuten- 
ant Commander G. S. Gilespie as Com- 
manding Officer of the Station. 


The Marine Detachment, whose prin- 
cipal duties are those of gate watches 
and patrols, is composed of thirty-one 
men commanded by Lieutenant L. F. 
Narum, with First Sergeant Paul R. 
Skelton as his able assistant. The men 
hail from eighteen different States, and 
the average time in service is over six 
and a half years. They are quartered 
in one wing of a large, spacious bar- 
racks, modern in every respect; room for 
three hundred men. It contains six 
large well-ventilated and all-around com- 
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fortable squadrooms, a recreation and 
pool room, a large and well-equipped 
gallery and mess hall. This barracks is 
without question one of the finest bar- 
racks occupied by Marines. 

The detachment has its own mess, with 
Sergeant Henry Riggs as mess sergeant, 
when he is not carrying on as police 
and property sergeant. The mess is one 
of those things that seagoing Marines 
dream about and makes the rest of us 
ship over. 


As for athletic recreation, the hand- 
ball court is at present the scene of 
many a fast and furious game. It is 
only a matter of a few more weeks 
when it will be forgotten for a while 
as there are few places that compare 
with “Our Lake” for swimming. The 
detachment sponsored a team in the 
city basketball league and gave a good 
account of themselves. 


The detachment has served under 
three Commanding Officers since its or- 
ganization on April 30, 1930, and as 
many First Sergeants. The detachment 
was started off with flying colors when 
Second Lieutenant Arthur W. Ellis and 
First Sergeant Benjamin F. Ashby first 
brought the detachment to the shores 
of Lake Washington and took over the 
situation, and it has remained well in 
hand since that date. 


Second Lieutenant Albert L. Gardner 
took over the detachment on the 10th of 
July when he relieved Lieutenant Ellis, 
and First Sergeant Ashby was relieved 
on the 18th of July, 1930, by First Ser- 
geant Van L. Chamberland. 


The present Commanding Officer, First 
Lieutenant Leslie F. Narum, took over 
the command on the Ist of October, 1930, 
when he relieved Lieutenant Gardner. 
First Sergeant Paul R. Skelton took over 
his duties on the 20th of January, 1932, 
when he relieved First Sergeant Cham- 
berland. 


We feel sure that the members of this 
detachment have friends in various posts 
throughout the world who would be in- 
terested in hearing of them and their 
activities and while the personnel of 
the detachment has been touched but 
lightly in this article it is our sincere 
hepe that we can have a monthly con- 
tribution to “The Leatherneck” in which 
we can give you more of these person- 
alities. So until we meet you again 


through the medium of the printed page, 
“Happy Landings” 


from the M. D,, U. S. 
Seattle. 


Marine Detachment, U. S. Naval Air Station, Seattle, Washington 
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NEWS FROM NEVADA 
By L. S. Nelson 


(Apologies to Time) Names make 


News. In the last month the following 
names made the following News at 
Hawthorne. 


Captain R. J. Bartholomew, having 
nearly recovered from a broken ankle 
has again resumed command. First 
Lieutenant R. S. Viall, whom he relieves 
will be transferred to San Diego, Cali- 
fornia, in the near future. While here 
only a short while he earned the respect 
of every man under his command. 

The A & I scheduled for January 15th 
has finally come and gone. We don’t 
know what the inspecting officer had to 
say about the post, but our guess is that 
it’s one of the best in the Corps. 

First Sergeant Skwiralski still hands 
out good cheer at the office, despite the 
fact that the clerk is on furlough. 
Mighty good temper the top’s got, but 
don’t question a decision when he’s um- 
piring a baseball game. 

E. J. “Paddy” O’Connell is our efficient 
police sergeant. He is very modest and 
denies any relationship to Ananias. How 
many Marines everywhere have heard the 

—“‘Well, gentlemen there’s no troop or 
other formations of any kind so we'll 
work a little longer this morning”? 

A few weeks ago the post was stunned 
by -the announcement that there would 
be talkies that evening. Were there? 
There were. Arriving a year behind the 
first scheduled all talking picture they 
are being shown to full houses. Pvt. V. 
Rosemark is our operator and we notice 
from this week’s program that no longer 
“projectionist” but M. P. operator, why 
the come down, Rosy? We have lots of 
amusement besides the shows, however, 
a checker board appeared from some- 
where and a little table in the recrea- 
tion room is surrounded at all hours. 
Pfe. L. Leslie, PX book-keeper, is at 
present our post champion. Then the 
boys from the farms, the writer included, 
set up two steel stakes forty feet apart 
and every evening are to be seen pitching 
horseshoes. There are no champions as 
yet, but after the coming celebration at 
Fallon, a Marine is expected to be the 
kingpin of horseshoes in Nevada; one 
was last year. Cpl. V. O. Robison, since 
discharged, easily defeated all opponents 
to win the crown from the champion of 
two States, Nevada and Arkansas. 

There is much discussion concerning 
the merits of the % turn and the 1% 
twist. At present a % is the present 
style. Sergeant Rohmiller prefers the 
old barnyard twist, while Pvt. Sauvain 
pitches the % upside-down. Both are 
good. Ooky Snozzle Thrash has taken 
to hanging around the stable to get the 
proper atmosphere to become a cham- 
pion, so he says. 

The Navy Beach will soon be open and 
our prospective Weismullers, and (we 
nearly added Helen Madisons), will have 
a chance to show their stuff. Pvt. E. 
E. Ruede, of the Charles Atlas figure, 
but who attributes his form to Post Bran 
Flakes, plans on being a husky lifeguard 
this season. But reports from the office 
don’t seem to confirm the plans, tuff luck, 
Ruede. You’ll have to try polo shirts to 


show off the chest. 

Through the goodness of the Inspec- 
tor of Ordnance in Charge, the mounties 
have dwindled to seven and they do 
watches only at night. 


The seven men 


P 
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good and true who compose this mounted 
outfit are Pfe. J. F. Yackley, who denies 
that he is a gambler although he may 
be seen following the ponies, E. L. Dube, 
E. L. Davis, A. A. Morgan, C. C. Condo, 
L. E. Blair and Pvt. L. L. Klingler. Is 
the mounted a good outfit? Ask any of 
the men when a load of hay comes in. 
Which reminds me, the haying season is 
at hand. The alfalfa is in bloom and the 
first cutting will total nearly five tons, 
from all reports. But rumor has it that 
it will have to be cut with a scythe. E. 
L. Davis says that he is sorry that he 
enrolled in that course in farm crops. 

Pvt. W. Chapman, post barber, is still 
carrying on at the old stand and from 
the crowds in the shop is doing land 
office business. At the expiration of his 
previous enlistment Chapman received 
a mighty fine letter of recommendation 
from Col. Lay, which in our opinion 
Chapman merits in every way. Pvt. C. 
Sauvain has taken over the cobbler shop, 
until recently run by Pvt. H. Fletcher 
of hill-billy fame. 

There was much commotion in this 
post recently when an order came in 
transferring five Corporals to San Diego 
for further transfer to Haiti. The men 
leaving were Corporals A. H. Almand, 
R. C. Bayless, G. C. Miller, R. M. Bar- 
tholomew and I. D. Carrick. Corporal 
Bayless before leaving, claimed an all- 
time record. During the period of nearly 
a year at this post he never set foot 
in the city of Hawthorne. He maintains 
that genius still is born in solitude. Our 
only person leaving by reason of dis- 
charge the past month was Pvt. L. “Doc 
Yak” Blackburn. He shipped over the 
day after discharge and is now on leave, 
after which he will report for duty at the 
Great Lakes. He expects to be a promi- 
nent figure at the World Fair. With the 


transfer of Pvts. F. J. Mulholland and 
J. R. Kellar, the last of the team of 
Dargi, Blackburn and Kellar is gone. 


They were well known about Hawthorne, 
we hated to see them go. Good luck, 
fellows. Don’t forget the post in the 
Desert. 

With a large gold strike reported about 
50 miles from Hawthorne all hands are 
buying frying pans and are planning on 
doing a little prospecting. So far all the 
ore brought in by Marines has contained 
iron pyrites. Terribly disappointing 
when the fellows learned what it was. 

Corporal Donald Rubin joined this post 
after a visit with the folks in Kansas. 
He reports business conditions terrible in 
the Sunflower State. Pvts. L. O. Thor- 
son and R. T. Barckley also joined us 
coming from China via Mare Island. 
Barckley soon after his arrival joined the 
post garage here. 

Memorial Day saw a squad of Ma- 
rines at Hawthorne to help with the 
V.F.W. Parade. After the parade cold 
beverages were served to all present. 

Cpl. H. D. Kellar and Pvt. W. Chap- 
man have been doing much dolling up in 
the past week. The Walter Winchell of 
the post reports that two young ladies 
are very much struck with these gay 
young blades, and are responsible for the 
debonair appearances of the men. Don’t 
let it turn your head, fellows. 

Pvts. C. L. Rafferty and R. T. Nichol- 
son are making marked progress in the 
art of terpsichore. Having studied at 
some length through the U. S. Mail they 
now are at ease in any ballroom. They 
will send address of course completed 
upon request. Pvt. D. H. “Sherlock” 


Mason, who recently came to us from 
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San Diego, boasts of an extensive study 
of Criminology. After supper he may 
be seen with pipe and double billed hat 
intensely reading stories of Nick Carter, 
Sherlock Holmes, etc. Pvt. O. J. Dragge, 
post Lothario and village sheik, was 
parade Marshal at Hawthorne, Memorial 
Day. We point with pride to the follow- 
ing, Pvt. J. F. Deegan spurned a lucra- 
tive offer at Ironwood, Mich., and ex- 
tended two years for Hawthorne. 

Our baseball team temporarily dis- 
abled by transfers, played only one game 
the past month. It seems as if Tonopah, 
Nev., has a whizzer of a nine and through 
the medium of the Reno Gazette issued a 
challenge to the Marine squad. Before 
all our able players were transferred the 
challenge was accepted, but the date of 
the game found us with only a skeleton 
of a team. However the empty spots were 
filled in and when the dust of battle had 
cleared away the score stood, Tonopah 0, 
Marines 28. But in all fairness to Tono- 
pah they too had only a few regular 
players and they had picked up a hitch 
hiker to make the necessary nine. No 
hard feelings on their part, either. 
Mighty white fellows. If more baseball 
players are sent here soon perhaps we 
shall yet have a team this summer. 

At this point will leave you and 
journey to Fallon, Nev., to attend their 
annual Rodeo and Frontier Days Cele- 
bration. With the same old wish you were 
here Hawthorne bids goodbye until next 
month. 


MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
By Earland J. Lakin 


Well, well! The old column steps off 
on the right foot, contrary to military 
custom, as we donate felicitations to 
four newly fledged non-coms. Privates 
First Class Robert Moeger of the Busi- 
ness Schools, William Emberger and 
Thomas Evans of the Industrial School, 
and Victor Logsdon of the first sergeant’s 
oftice were promoted to corporals since 
our last issue. Corporal Evans’ extra 
twenty comes at an opportune time as he 
was recently married to a cousin of one 
of our gunnery sergeants. 

June is regarded as symbolic of new 
brides, but so far as this post is con- 
cerned the bridegrooms are to the fore. 
It being leap year seems to have sapped 
the defensive strength of a number of 
our swains. Among the new husbands 
are Corporals Hulett, Foreman, and Alte- 
mos, Privates Laursen and Klejnot. 
Klejnot had little time to settle down, 
being transferred to Nicaragua the day 
after he took the yoke. We wish the 
boys much happiness. 

Gunnery Sergeant James H. Gosnell, 
principal of the Civil Service School ob- 
tained a special order discharge on May 
14. He is now wearing out his shoes on 
various Washington streets, having re- 
ceived an appointment to the Metropoli- 
tan police force. 
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Colonel Rush R. Wallace has been re- 
placed as our commanding officer by 
Colenel Charles B. Taylor who reported 
from the Department of the Pacific, S. F., 
California. Colonel Wallace is now at 
the Naval War College, Newport, Rhode 
Island. 

Our personnel received a drastic slash 
on June 6 when seven men from the M. 
C. I. and seven from the Barracks De- 
tachment were transferred to Quantico 
for future service with the Electoral 
Mission in Nicaragua. Those who left 
the post were Corporals Gagnon, Mc- 
Nelly, Morrow, Gilmore; Privates First 
Class Sutphin, Warner and Lotwis, and 
Privates Konopa, Klejnot, Anduze, Mc- 
Neil, Sisk and West. First Lieutenant 
F. J. Cunningham, Superintendent of the 
Business Schools, also went along for 
Nicaragua duty, being relieved by First 
Lieutenant W. H. Hollingsworth. 

Pfc. Donald Albright of the Regis- 
trars and Private R. B. Wolfgram of the 
Leatherneck staff were transferred on 
the first of June to the Marine Barracks, 
NOB., Hampton Roads, Va. Pfc. Truck- 
enmiller changed from the Guard De- 
tachment to clerical duty in the first 
sergeant’s office. 

Now that so many men have left the 
M. C. IL., those of you out there who are 
proficient on the typewriter might do 
well to request transfer for duty as 
clerks. The Registrar’s Office is open 
for applications. 

We have two new arrivals from the 
MD., U. S. S. “Reina Mercedes,” at 
Annapolis; Corporal Henry C. McCoy 
and Private Joseph J. Malloy reporting 
from that post. 

Private Stanley J. Anfinger from St. 
Juliens Creek, Va., is now instructing 
in the mysteries of Radio for the Indus- 
trial School. Private David J. Bessey, 
formerly attached to the Naval Air Sta- 
tion at Lakehurst is being trained as an 
instructor in Aviation Engines here. 
Private Arthur L. Jackson is the latest 
addition to the Civil Service School, hav- 
ing reported from Quantico. 

Clarence Jenkins of the Barracks De- 
tachment was discharged, shipped over 
and was reappointed Corporal the middle 
of May. Pfc. William Burke left us via 
an own convenience discharge, May 11. 
Corporal Gove was paid off and received 
the G. C. M. He decided to try his luck 
on the outside, but nevertheless held a 
slight grip on the Corps by obtaining a 
reserve assignment near his home in 
Boston, Mass. Sergeant Lucien Dupris, 
our illustrious paint brush wielder, re- 
ceived a good conduct medal also and 
shipped over. 

Corporal Wayne C. Geer, our little 
Napoleon of the payrolls and morning 
muster rolls is being relieved of that 
duty with his transfer to Mare Island 
July 5, and the arrival of Paymaster 
Sergeant Ray Maynard from Quantico 
on June 9. 

Last month a Marine Corps Golf 
Tournament was held at the Kenwood 
Coun.ry Club. It was sponsored by 
Headquarters and a number of our M. C. 
I. “golfanatics” turned out. Among 
them were Corporals McElroy and Col- 
born of the enlisted personnel and 
Colonel Wallace and Major Lee of the 
official elite. Corporal Colborn surprised 


everyone, including himself, by taking 
low score and first prize Colborn is be- 
ing transferred to Nicaragua on June 11; 
(now he’ll probably keep away from 
tournaments!) 
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Corporal Dullabahn, who has been 
doing a guard tour of one on and one off 
for quite some time, is taking a thirty 
day furlough to Lebanon, Pa. Corporal 
Altemos is in the Virginia wilds for the 
same length of time. Corporal Downes 
finished a month’s sojourn; we were un- 
able to ascertain just where he had been, 
but as he returned with a “look of carna- 
tion” (contented cow) on his face, we 
presume he had a satisfactory outing. 

Gunnery Sergeant Inglee is back on 
the job in the Academic School after 
having been thoroughly overhauled and 
renovated at the Naval Hospital. Be- 
fore he was hospitalized, Inglee thought 
a Naval Operating Base was a Sick Bay! 
(Oh, well, I really must get back to my 
bridge club!) Inglee remarked that after 
thirty years he was going to retire to 
his beautiful summer home, Creepin-on 
the-Knees, Virginia. 

Sergeant Peck is taking the maximum 
leave allowed by his Uncle Samuel and 
is trooping around Philly. 

Corporal Beadle of the Candidates’ 
Class has possessed himself of a new 
Chrysler. It is a spiffy transporter and 


he should have no trouble in filling it 
with you-know-what. 

Strolling along the Avenue the other 
evening several of us noticed that the 
District had failed to remove the grand- 
stands which are used by those who have 
the wherewithal as seats from which to 
view parades. So we suppose as long as 
they stay up we can count on having a 
parade at least once a month. 

Fort Humphreys sends a “cordial” in- 
vitation for the enlisted personnel of 
these barracks to attend dances at that 
post. We thought there was a catch in it 

“Admission—2 bits.” And after they 
attended our dances gratis. My, my, 
such reciprocity! They forgot to tell us 
where to get the 2 bits. 

Did we get a big laugh from the fol- 
lowing order: “Holiday routine will pre- 
vail May 30.” And then we are sent on 
five different details! One detail went 
to Arlington and in company with sol- 
diers and sailors presented arms four- 
teen different times as various patriotic 
societies placed wreaths and flowers on 
the tomb of the unknown soldier. 

Some fellows get the gravy! Imagine 
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receiving five bucks per man for going 
on a detail. Sergeant Schwalke and 
Corporals Piercy, Sharak, and Colborn 
obtained the Vs while acting as color 
bearers and color guards respectively at 
a shindig held by the Convening Guild 
of Prescription Opticians at the May- 
flower Hotel, May 25. 

During the St. Louis Browns’ invasion 
of Washington at the American League 
ball park, there were plenty of Marines 
in the stands; all coming from nearby 
posts to glimpse Jim Levey, formerly of 
the Quantico ball team, snatch them at 
shortstop for the Browns. He copped 
two hard hits the day we saw him. 
Washington, 7; St. Louis, 11. Owner 
Griffith of the Senators would probably 
be glad to pay us to stay away, after 
the Browns cleaned him for four straight 
games. 

Corporals Reeves and Piercy were 
hooked on the night of June 8 to act as 
color guards in a parade of the Ladies 
Auxiliary of the Veterans of Foreign 
Wars. Now, Corporal Reeves, we know 
where that pink brassiere came from! 

While on guard the other morning 
your reporter saw something which at 
first appeared to be a human skeleton 
running around the parade ground. A 
subsequent investigation disclosed the 
fact that Corporal McElroy, who is tak- 
ing Konopa’s physical culture course, is 
striving to ward off the ravages of ap- 
proaching age. It might be added that 
Mac is an authority on food, being some- 
thing of a connoisseur of food. The other 
day someone asked him what dish he pre- 
ferred and he replied, “The nearest”! 

Private Ernst’s barber bill was so large 
last month that when approaching for a 
reason he spouted: 

“Two bucks I paid for herpicide, 

My head was getting bare; 
I hope the bird who swiped it 
Has his stomach lined with hair.” 

Chief among the notable funerals of 
the past few weeks which were attended 
by Marines was that of Admiral Wil- 
liam Shepherd Benson, 76, retired war- 
time Chief of Naval Operations. Burial 
was in Arlington Cemetery where Ad- 
miral Benson is the second admiral to 
be interred. The first one was Admiral 
Dewey in 1915. Major General Ben H. 
Fuller was one of the honorary pall- 
bearers. A special detachment of Ma- 
rines from Quantico came to Washington 
for the funeral, lending a very military 
note to the rites which were attended 
by naval attaches from nearly every em- 
bassy and legation in the city. 

Rear Admiral Frederick C. Billiard, 58, 
commandant of the U. S. Coast Guard, 
had an impressive funeral also which was 
attended by a guard of honor from the 
M. C. I. 

Being in Washington isn’t so bad after 
you realize that nearly everything that 
happens has at least one Marine in it. 
Quite a number of us were privileged to 
make our “debut” on the legitimate 
stage, lending color to the pageant, 
Washington’s Dream of a Triumphant 
Nation, given at the Washington Audi- 
torium on Friday, May 13, under the 
auspices of the Bicentennial Committee 
of the Order of the Eastern Star. Open- 
ing with a colorful scene of the recep- 
tion of the Marquis de Lafayette at 
Mount Vernon, the Colonial program was 
carried into “The Spirit of 1776” and 
revived historical characters from that 
date through the world war period. The 
most inspiring moment of the entire 
spectacle was the appearance of the U. 
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S. Marine Band led by Captain Branson. 
It divided in the outer hall of the audi- 
torium and marched down the aisles be- 
tween the spectators, bringing them 
cheering to their feet with the stirring 
military tunes. Detachments from the 
Marine Corps, Army, and Navy followed 
the band on to the stage where they 
stood at attention while the pageant 
players formed a human flag. It was 
some show! 

On May 12 the M. C. I. Marines in 
company with Quantico had plenty to 
growl about. One of the worst rain- 
storms of the year enveloped Alexandria 
as thousands of marchers from various 
organizations assembled for the Masonic 
Parade preceding the dedication of the 
George Washington Masonic Memorial. 

Atop a lofty knoll overlooking his- 
toric Alexandria where George Washing- 
ton once lived, the united forces of 
American Masonry dedicated to his illus- 
trious name an enduring monument hewn 
from granite. Thousands of Masons 
from all parts of the United States, 
Canada and Porto Rico, braved the 
drenching rain to march in a mammoth 
parade. The President of the United 
States and a party of high government 
officials were present. 

Leaden skies “bucketed” torrents of 
water as the paraders assembled on King 
Street, but the parade went on just the 
same, although thousands of the march- 
ing hosts were delayed by the weather 
and ensuing chaotic traffic conditions. 
In the line of march were 5,000 Marines, 
soldiers, sailors and Coast Guardsmen, 
while scores of military and Masonic 
bands played lively airs as the long 
column sloshed through the rain soaked 
streets. The Marine Band from Wash- 
ington and the Quantico Marine Band 
led our contingent. If you had never 
seen disgusted looks before you should 
have seen the Marines’ faces as they 
waded down the main street. Brilliantly 
hued regalia of the Masonic lodges were 
vivid spots of color in the procession; 
high silk hats, felt fezzes, hairy shakoes, 
plumed chapeaus and helmets—and, of 
course, little aprons—all getting prop- 
erly sopped. Marshal of the parade, 
astride a stalwart stallion, was our old 
friend, Major General John A. Lejeune, 
our former commandant. 

Sidewalks along the parade route were 
a black mass of umbrellas, while thou- 
sands of lookers-on were framed in the 
windows of adjoining buildings. 

The boom of 21 cannon shot signalized 

the arrival of President Hoover as the 
16th Field Artillery fired a presidential 
salute. Roar of the land cannon was 
echoed by a sea battery from the U. S. S. 
“Constitution” and five Coast Guard ves- 
sels anchored in Alexandria’s “Historic 
Harbor.” Six Marine buglers sounded 
four stirring flourishes as a signal for 
the wide doors of the memorial to swing 
open. Strains of the “President’s March” 
played by the Marine Band capped a 
dramatic prelude to the dedication. 
_ The detachment from the M. C. I. was 
in Alexandria from early in the morning 
until late afternoon. Our dinner was 
brought out in a truck: two sandwiches 
and a canteen of coffee. It really was 
ludicrous the way we got our sandwiches 
and coffee mixed with rain. Many of the 
fellows expected to see web feet being 
sprouted after that detail! 

Forty-nine Marines had the time of 
their lives on Saturday, May 21st. The 
occasion was on old time Texas barbecue 
given at Seaside Park, Chesapeake 
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Beach, in nearby Maryland. Of course, 
the barbecue was not given expressly for 
us; we were spectators most of the time 
until the barbecue dinner was over. (Oh, 
don’t worry, we had plenty!) It was 
sponsored by the National Press Club. 
Thirty beeves from the Lone Star State 
qualified as the piece de resistance. 

An array of distinguished men promi- 
nent in public life who had once been 
cowboys helped to serve the feast. 
Among them were Speaker of the House, 
John N. Garner; Secretary of War, 
Hurley; Senator Kendrick of Wyoming, 
and former Governor Campbell of Wy- 
oming. Many foreign ministers and 
diplomats were there also, among whom 
were Ahmet Muhter of Turkey, and 
Sesostris Pasha of Egypt. Governor 
Ritchie of Maryland delivered an address 
of welcome after which everyone turned 
to on the “chow.” 

For entertainment there were boxing 
bouts, some of which were full of Ma- 
rine gloves from Quantico. There was 


dancing in the evening and plenty of 
ladies to dance with. There was also 
some beverage which tasted suspiciously 
like beer; or were we just smelling? We 
should be asked! 

Private Bedard of the Academic School 
was paid off by special order on June 11. 
He is married now and resides in Boston, 
Mass. He wants to be remembered to 
all his buddies in Haiti (at the Cape). 
Helloo! 

Through the medium of this column 
Corporal F. K. Williams wishes to thank 
the officers and men of the M. C. I. who 
so graciously gave their time and effort 
in obtaining for him a special leave so 
that he could be with his family in their 
recent bereavement. 

And now, coming to the end of a long 
story, we feel that it is fitting to include 
a short, short story, one that is in keep- 
ing with the conditions on the outside at 
the present time. So here goes. 

Money gone, 
Worn out shoes; 
Recruiting poster — 
One more cruise! 
And before we close it would be a good 
idea to extend congratulations to the 
rifle team of this post which went to 
Quantico and came home with the Wirg- 
man Trophy for the highest team score 
made by posts of limited personnel, and 
second honors in the Elliott Trophy 
Match. Good work, fellows! 


Twenty-nine 


PUGET SOUNDINGS 
A Nom. 


The Editor having frowned and asked 
how come the famous Bremerton Marines 
have had no comment to offer on doings 
in the far northwest in past issues of 
“The Leatherneck,” we hasten, modestly, 
to point out the obvious. You can pick up 
any newspaper and find out we’ve taken 
San Diego’s Rifle Trophy away from 
them again, and that it’s still raining. 

With reference to the former activity, 
we grew accustomed to the sight of the 
“Bear” in our trophy case in 1930. It 
looked well, so it’s back. San Diego, 
Mare Island and Pearl Harbor are ru- 
mored to have had the same idea. De- 
tails of the transaction, however, left 
to Chief Marine Gunner James J. Har- 
rington and his rifle team. And further- 
more we've about decided to keep it next 
year, too. Just like that. 

Comment could be made on the fact 
that Major Julian P. Willcox, our Com- 
manding Officer, is a good one unless you 
happen to be standing on that little mat 
directly in front of his desk. That posi- 
tion has a tendency to make you feel that 
all is not well and that the “O.M.” 
(French for “Old Man”) is about to tell 
you something which may be for your 
own good, but which nevertheless is go- 
ing to be unpleasant. 

“He Who Has Sinned” doesn’t feel any 
easier in the certain knowledge that 
after the C. O. is through getting him 
told, Sergeant Major Cox is going to 
work him over verbally in a little private 
session out in the hall. At this point I 
wish to make plain the fact that like 
Mr. Winchell I get this dope listening 
at Keyholes. I’m not a sinner. 

It’s a tough life. If you lose a Q. M. 
screwdriver, Captain Sniffin, Quaprter- 
master Sergeants Pearce and Rouser, 
and Pvt. Frank Adams circle warily 
about you and demand that you either 
produce or else... . 

And if you thought that was painful 
just let Captain Fisk see you with your 
hands in your pockets. My, my and my. 

Of if you’re in Guard Company No. 1 
and feel lucky try and get over the old 
one about not noticing the time, or the 
car breaking down, in explanation of 
why you’re over leave, and stand by 
for the deluge with Captain Harding, 
Lieutenant Crawford, and First Sgt. 
Armstrong doing the honors. 

Members of Barracks Detachment may 
obtain an almost identical thrill through 
using the same tactics. Music by Lieu- 
tenant Pusel and First Sgt. Noble. 

Being a rabid pessimist by nature I 
get a lot of joy out of the fact the 
Lieutenant Colonel A. B. Drum’s “Float- 
ing Battalion” (First Marines), are our 
guests and that in consequence you either 
get up at 2 a. m. or else you stand back 
some fifteen paces and gaze longingly at 
the spot where you hope the wash basins 
are. And to make it worse they don’t 
even growl about it like they should. 
’Tain’t right. 

In my grief over the lamentable lack 
of growling material I almost forgot 
that we have a brand new handball 
court, right out in our back yard and 
open for business. Cement deck, three 
good solid walls and all the necessary 
chicken wire. Can’t seem to stir much 
of anything to “View With Alarm” in 
that picture. In fact I’m afraid it’s a 
good handball court. 
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To return to various ways and means 
of getting into difficulties, break a plate 
and Lieutenant Uhlig and Corporal Le- 
vine corner you and present a breakage 
slip. Corporal Marcell may add a few 
bitter words on the general dumbness of 
Marines, he being chief messman 

And to come rightdown to the best bad 
news I know of, I hereby dedicate that 
post of honor to the perpetual stumbling 
black to enlisted joy, the Police Ser 
geant. Our particular “E.P.D.” spe 
cialist is Sergeant Clive Oates and chat 
gleam in his eye isn’t benevolence <ither. 
What, to the lay eye, wou'd appear io 
be merely a small amount of dust inad- 
vertently missed, when 
plained in glowing terms by Sergeant 
Oates, a calamity surpassed only by ‘he 
World War and the San Francisco fire 
(I've put in enough time in Northern 
California to know that there are no 
earthquakes there, no sir). I could write 
a book about Police Sergeants, if I liked 
to work. And I don’t mean writing. 

Here comes a ray of sunshine, Chief 
Pay Clerk David H. McKee and Pay- 
master Sergeant Wat on who fulfill the 


becomes, 
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promise contained in those interesting 
documents called payrolls. My only ob- 
jection to their line of endeavor is that 
one whole month is allowed to elapse 
between the aforementioned activities. 
What with the depression and all, it 
would seem that an extra payday or so 
could be slipped in now and then. How- 
ever I suppose there’s some _ technical 
objection I understand. Oh, 

In addition to recapturing the “Bear,” 
Bremerton has again acquired the serv- 
ice of Tom Woody, known anywhere old 
timers gather as a number one, first- 
soldier. He isn’t any more though. 

What might sound like a dirty dig 
nevertheless, it’s true and the explana- 
tion is that it’s now Marine Gunner Tom 
Woody, and the addition of that other 
strap to the Sam Browne belt is just 
a matter of time. 

I’m ashamed the cheerfulness of the 
past several paragraphs sounds like 
Polly Ann the glad girl. Even the rain 
has stopped, the Commandant’s inspec- 
tion a success, chow good, in fact growl- 
ing as fine art is pretty well washed up. 
It’s not what it used to be, and never 
was. 
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NEWS FROM KEYPORT 


You can’t keep a good thing to your- 
self and murder will always out, so here 
is the straight and narrow on this post. 
It was constructed in 1914 and has im- 
proved with age until it is as sweet a 
place as one will come across in a long 
time. 

The Marine Guard of thirty-six men, 
headed by Captain A. D. Challacombe, 
former Aide to President Moncada of 
Nicaragua, and First Sergeant J. C. 
Wright, recently of China, shares a large 
two and one-half story brick building 
with some eighty-odd Navy men. This 
home of ours, located on a promontory 
and facing east over Puget Sound, is 
quite an impressive building and includes 
in addition to the barracks, a galley, sick 
bay, canteen, bowling alley, reception 
room, post office, library, laundry, and 
other comforts to a Marine’s life. We 
have talkies weekly, and as fine an in- 
door range as can be found anywhere. 

Special duty men include “Gus” Sin- 
kule, Police, Supply, and Patrol Ser- 


geant; Corporal Courtney, laundry king; 
Corporal Keiter and Pfc. Harmon, our 
firemen; Pfc. Prenger, cook; Pfc. Wal- 
dron, 


detachment painter and handy 
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man; Tpr. McClain, mail orderly; and 
last but not least, Private Smith, the 
chief (head) orderly. 

Corporal Guy R. Boor, recently re- 
enlisted, has been transferred to Great 
Lakes, and Pfcs. Kenton, Prenter, and 
Hagglund have just extended for the 
Fourth Marines. Judging from the wor- 
ried looks of a few more they are going 
to have company; for, while the depres- 
sion has not hit us way out here in the 
sticks, “grapevine” rumors from the 
outside predict a long hard season. 

Pfes. Stettler and Steinbach have gone 
native and may be found at their shack 
in town at any time when not on duty. 
Hannah, Kidwell, Harmon, and Matheson 
seem to have the local girls well in hand; 
while “Half-hitch” Halverson. is working 
wonders in Seattle. “Tinny” Saunders, 
our man of mystery, was seen recently 
shaking the moth balls out of his soup 
and fish so something big is in the wind. 

Hagglund, Harrison, Huene, Waldron, 
and Campbell are playing baseball on the 
station nine, which shows great promise 
of finishing in the front of the league. 
Smith and Smith are hard at it on the 
tennis courts and boating and swimming 
season is just around the corner. With 
this meager supply of news, we will now 
close and turn to for the Admiral’s in- 
spection, and bid farewell to Corporal 
Charley Reed, who is leaving in a day 
and a butt. 


LATEST Q.M. SCHOOL DOPE 
By C. C. Ward 

Since last writing we have completed 
Chapters 14, 15, and 16, of the Manual. 
Clothing wasn’t so bad, Subsistence was 
a little harder, and Transportation—well 
maybe we'd better not say any more 
about it. The subject now being studied 
is Disbursing. With the help of Mr. 
Fontaine, it is hoped that we shall be 
able to give a good account of ourselves 
on this subject, both here in school, and 
later if we are assigned to such duty. 

A correction must be made in our last 
write-up for “The Leatherneck.” It was 
stated that the Quartermaster Depot 
stands on the site of the old Tun Tavern. 
This is not so. The Tun Tavern stood 
down on King street (now Water street) 
between Chestnut and Walnut streets. 
A bronze plate bearing witness to this 
fact appears over the doorway of a large 
warehouse now occupying the site. 

Now that spring is here life in the city 
isn’t bad at all. The many parks as 
weil as amusement places and places of 
historic interest are a constant induce- 
ment to get out and enjoy ourselves. The 
weather is favorable to such a course of 
action too, and a very noticeable contrast 
to the kind which prevailed at the time 
of our arrival here when it was always 
snowing, blowing, or raining, especially 
on weekends. 

In spite of all the lure of the great 
outdoors at this time of year we man- 
aged to learn something about Trans- 
portation. Mr. Volkmann, the passenger 
transportation instructor, was with us 
two weeks and gave us much valuable 
information regarding the transportation 
of Marine Corps personnel by the cheap- 
est and best routes. Want us to plan 
your vacation itinerary for you? We'll 
promise to send you anywhere you want 
to go—but just try and get back. I’m 
sure the trains always back into some of 
those towns we looked up while selecting 
routings. You know they go by before 
they see them and then have to back up 
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to the station. QM-Sgt. Godfrey spent 
the last two weeks in May here giving 
us the “Fine Points” on Freight Trans- 
portation. 

We members of the present class de- 
cided that the Quartermaster School 
should have a class ring and after much 
selective debating over the weight, price, 
and proper design, we chose a 10-penny- 
weight, 10-karat, yellow gold ring with 
the Marine Corps emblem on one side 
and the Quartermaster emblem on the 
other. The letters U.S.M.C. and figures 
1932 are raised on the face of the ring 
and a crest with the words “Quarter- 
master School” encircles them. The price 
is twelve dollars and if any of you men 
who have already graduated want one 
just send your address and year to Mr. 
Rainier or St-Sgt. Edward Myrel at the 
Philadelphia Depot, with the above 
amount, and they will send you one. 

Although the term is not yet over, one 
man has already left for other duty. 
Pfe. Barnes was detailed to election duty 
in Nicaragua. We wish him the best of 
luck but hate to see him go. Corporal 
Smith seems to be the only one who 
knows where eggs are packed by the 
bushel. Corporal Conge has acquired 
the nickname of “Pop” for some un- 
known reason lately. Selecting the 
proper number of upper and lower berths 
for dependents traveling on overnight 
journeys was one of our most complex 
problems so far. Everybody had a dif- 
ferent idea as to the proper accommoda- 
tions for children. 

Among methods suggested for ending 
the depression was this one: Give every 
Marine a hundred dollars and a thirty- 
day furlough. Needless to say we are all 
for it. After sighting in on some of 
these New Jersey mosquitoes they have 
around here one wonders why any de- 
fense for the east coast of the United 
States is necessary. Some of them are 
so big that they have to take the screen 
out of the windows to get in the bar- 
racks. They haven’t learned how to get 
inside a well-tucked-in mosquito net yet 
though. After that one I shall say adieu 
for this time. 


IONA ISLAND NOTES 


It isn’t often that the Marine Corps 
hears from Iona Island—we like to ac- 
cumulate material and then let you have 
it all at once. 

Captain H. H. Phipps, our present 
able and splendid Commanding Officer, 
will soon leave us for Headquarters to 
accept an appointment as an AQM and 
then, rumor has it, he will start for the 
land of rice and pigtails. The best 
wishes of the detachment go with our 
Captain and we know that he will al- 
ways remember his tour at the Island. 
Wonder if he will miss the frequent 
visits of Pfe. Roziecki to his office. 

First Sergeant Smith, after 30 months 
of telling us how this and that should 
be done, circulates the report that he is 
going to sea—and in a ship, too. Our 
grapevine system, a very excellent one 
by the way, tells us that “Smitty” in- 
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tends devoting the better part of the 
next two years (when he goes out on 
twenty) in search of a shipmate (fem- 
inine). Applications will be held in strict 
confidence. 


Orders from the Major General Com- 
mandant recently sent Corporals Per- 
kins and Oswald and Privates Gordon, 
Scott and Berry to Lakehurst, first stop 
on their journey to Nicaragua to lend a 
hand with the Election. Privates Pender 
(our company clerk), Corbett, Joyce, 
Wasilus and McCabe of our ever-decreas- 
ing detachment are at present languish- 
ing in Quantico, they, too, being headed 
for the land of Unpaid Laundry Bills, 
Mosquitoes and Good Beer, for duty 
with the Electoral Commission. 


Pfe. Roziecki, after 30 days in the Brig 
on “You Know What” and a brand new 
haircut, is down to 250 pounds. 
Wouldn’t he like to know how it feels to 
be a man instead of a mountain? Pfc. 
Share, our favorite messman, had an 
argument with Cupid, lost, and has now 
got a “better half.” Bet a can of the 
QM’s cornwilly that Corporal Savage 
soon joins him. 


Dalton, Himes, Housecamp and White 
are the only members of our detachment 
wearing three stripes. Dalton, a mighty 
fine fellow both personally and officially, 
hopes soon to appear on the list for Sup- 
ply Sergeant. Best wishes, Johnny. The 
other three Sergeants, who, incidentally, 
represent some 37 years service, very 
capably divide the duties of the Guard- 
room and Police Shed. 


Pfc. Sweet, the Gold Brick, still holds 
down the job of Mail Orderly; Private 
Minnix, as acting Mess Sergeant, tells 
us what and when we shall eat. As an 
added thought, no one has died of in- 
digestion in the eighteen months that he 
has reigned over the messhall. Private 
Pickett has the only car in this section 
of the country that is held together with 
wire instead of bolts. 

Private Walker has orders for Brown 
Field, Hamilton will leave shortly for 
Chelsea, Mass., and we are leaving for 
a thoughtful twenty minutes in the 
guess ? 


NINE OR TEN YEARS AGO IN 
BREMERTON, WASH. 
By A. Cquittal 


Who can remember back in the days 
before field scarfs were in style, just a 
little before Jack Frost received the five 
days Bread and Water for a rusty bow 
and arrow, also just about the time that 
Swede Larson (now a rising top-kick) 
made Corporal and when he used to say 
good-morning to the Colonel in Swedish 
and was corrected and told to use 
Danish? 


Who can remember McKelvey getting 
his blues ready for his payday liberty, 
Jack Frost as Patrol Sergeant, looking 
for his bicycle that the sentry had hid; 
Old John Weber saying “If only one Buz- 
zard dies I will be the senior corporal 
in the Marine Corps.” Bennie Atkinson 
giving the glad news “No can do 48 or 
72”; “Pop” Barnes explaining to the 
Colonel why Private Dubrey has not been 
up for office hours for a week; Reynolds 
Cox being put on the spot because a 
man could not hear his command at drill; 
McVey being boss at home? 
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News from Quantico 


MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS 
DETACHMENT 
By Charles L. Follett 


...The wandering columnist returns 
.and the typewriter rambles on and 
on...spelling out the glad news that we 
have our own list for the Presidential 
chairs and cabinet...it should be pre- 
sented thusly...For President. ..“Tippy” 


Kane...wet...and Baltimore’s friend... 
Vice President...“Army” Armistead... 
wetter....Secretary of State...Ben 


Rippy...(Great talker and better liar) 
....Secretary War...“34 point” Grieves 
.. Secretary Navy...Bragg the human 


sponge....Secretary Treasury. ..Roy the 
Banker... .Secretary Commerce.. .“Gus” 
Benz “The Jewish Tradesman”... . Post- 
master General...“Cornet” Deck... .At- 


torney General...“Bunk” Warner.. .the 
Boston Lawyer....Secretary Interior... 
“Gouey Duck” Crawford from the in- 
terior of North (Nawth) Coralina.... 
and the Secretary of Labor...“Cat” 
(Meow) Corbett the man who never does 
any....The secret is out “Boston” Bean 
is making several trips to Richmond... 
nice attractive city...(author knows it 
for a fact)....Drew claims that red- 
headed girls are real stylish these days 
..why Drew?....“Woom Woom” Welch 
the farmer boy from Nebraska has de- 
cided that there is no place like Phila- 
delphia...is that so, “Woom Woom,” re- 
member Washington and a few other 
towns?....“Red Eye” Williamson is 
down to 90 days...Oh Lord give us 
strength to refrain from killing him be- 
fore then....“Deacon” Deason is down 
in dear old Georgia...(Shoot him pap, 
he’s a revooner)....Sergeant Shimp still 
goes to Baltimore twice a week. ..must 
be that he likes to drive....House Boy 
Keegan had to work last week when the 
Detachment moved to another barracks 
..-he still grumbles about it....Warner, 
the Bunk Fatigue champion, still retains 
his title...while the rest of us were still 
moving Gus Warner managed to retain 
his title by moving his stuff and being 
the first one between the sheets (correct 
time exactly at 4:32 p. m.) “Red Eye” 
claims the title by reason of Warners’ 
failure to complete his moving in time... 
at this writing both are doing fine 
blanket pressing...it is hoped that the 
title will remain in the Reproduction De- 
partment....“34 point” Dickie Grieves 
was told to show his initiative but he 
claims that he is still in the best of 
health and was not sick. By the way, 


Dickie, how’s the mail order catalog 
holding out?....“Popeye” is still that- 
away about Richmond...good reason to 
be....Wonder why Dana Tolliver gets 


mad when people call him Diana... 

Minnie the Moocher Monniger is having 
quite a job these days...he expects to 
be paid off and start starving to death 
shortly....well, will sign off for an- 
other month...haven’t had so much fun 
since I dropped the hammer on the old 
man’s head....Boy, if swearing makes 
you shiver...you would have froze to 
death that day. 


SIGNAL FLASHES 


Howdy, Shipmates and fellow radio 
enthusiasts. To the best of the writer’s 
knowledge this is the first time the Sig- 
nal Battalion has appeared in print. I 
know writing this is going to be even 
harder than getting money from a bank 
when you have none there. 

The Signal Battalion’s job, here at 
Quantico, is to keep the telephone sys- 
tem well supplied with trained switch- 
board manipulators, service and install 
telephone lines, maintain a radio station 
and to teach the newcomer something 
about the "phone and radio. Men are 
trained in field communications and a 
mobile expeditionary force is always in 
readiness. 

At present the battalion, commanded 
by Major Simon, consists of three com- 
panies—Headquarters Company, First 
Signal Company and the Signal School 
Company. There are five officers and 
about one hundred twenty-five enlisted 
men. 

Sergeant Major Carroll is the bat- 
talion jefe. The First Company is run 
by First Sergeant Stepanof, while the 
School Company is topped by Szuma- 
galski. Quartermaster Sergeant Det- 
wiler keeps the Q.M. department running 
smoothly. 

In spite of the fact of reduction in the 
Corps’ enlisted strength and a cor- 
responding reduction in promotions, we 
have been fortunate enough to have 
gotten a few. Gunnery Sergeant Dyer 
made the M.T. grade; Sergeant Stein- 
hauser is now a Gunney; Wolford and 
Kozakewicz were recently made Ser- 
geants; Ogelsby and Davidson have re- 
ceived Corporal’s billets. 

Our mess has been, more or less, a 
soup kitchen for all temporary troops. 
To more than double its number in a day 
is nothing. The men leave just as sud- 
denly and in equally large numbers. Ser- 
geant Wells has greatly improved the 
quality while increasing the quantity, 
since his arrival. All you outsiders 
keep off, however, since he is our per- 
sonal property. 

It may be that none of you readers 
have ever moved an organization from 
one barracks to another. If not, my advice 
to you is, try it. It will at least make it 
unnecessary for you to continue your 
course with Earle Leiderman. His 
course would be absolutely valueless 
after such a move. 

Our new home is in barracks “G.” 
Its appointments are much better than 
those in barracks “B.” Too, it is com- 
pletely outfitted to care for this organi- 
zation. 

Enough is always enough. JHast las 


SHOTS FROM THE QUANTICO 
RANGE 


We know it’s been a long time since 
you have heard from us, but due to sev- 
eral months of inactivity during the win- 
ter, and a couple of maneuvers on the 
other side of these United States, there 
has hardly been a lot going on around 
How- 


here that could be called news. 


ever, we hope to contribute more regu- 
larly in the future. Perhaps only a few 
lines sometimes, but nevertheless, a bit 
of news of some sort. 

It has occurred to the writer that per- 
haps some of you out there might won- 
der what some of us over here are doing. 
So, here goes. 

The range was opened up for the 
regular target practice season on Mon- 
day, April 16th. From that time until 
Saturday, May 14th, we have been kept 
busy dispensing knowledge (valuable and 
otherwise) of small-arms to Marines 
from Quantico and roundabout posts. 

Since the beginning of the season a 
total of 267 enlisted men and officers 
have fired the rifle qualification course 
and have qualified 100 percent, of which 
133 are Experts and 73 are Sharpshoot- 
ers. All of which, speaks well for the 
Range Personnel. 

And let us add here too, that it is well 
seen to that the “Long-Whiskered Gent” 
doesn’t ride herd on this range. He’s 
not even known here. 

Around the first of May the annual 
trek of Bull’s-Eye Hunters began coming 
from far outlying posts to this range, 
where each year are held the Eastern 
Divisional and the Marine Corps Rifle 
and Pistol Matches. 

At first things didn’t look so bright 
for the yearly take at Camp Perry. 
But the more they came in the more the 
sun seemed to break through the dark 
clouds and brighten things up, until now 
it looks as though the Corps will have 
the usual good line-up at Wakefield and 
Perry who will gather in about all the 
gold and silver lying loose around those 
parts. 

Of course, this all depends on whether 
or not that staunch and true body of our 


Nation’s law-makers appropriates the 
necessary “Mazuma” which we must 
have in order to hold the National 


Matches at Perry. To date they have 
failed to do so, but we still have hopes. 
Here we must demand sufficient space 
to say a few words about some of the 
well known faces that appear annually 
in the Marine Corps shooting line-up. 

The first outfit to arrive was the China 
contingent led by that eagle-eyed Gy. 
Sgt. John Blakely, a veteran of long 
standing among the shooting gentry. 
Among them were many familiar faces 
the writer has seen (over beer mugs) 
in Shanghai and Peking. 

The next team to arrive was from 
New York. They were 9 strong, cap- 
tained by Capt. Geo. D. (Duke) Hamil- 
ton, the most persistent pistol shooter 
the writer has ever known. And, may 
we, at this time, extend our congratula- 
tions to the new “Skipper.” Familiar 
faces from there were Sergeants Samuel 
L. (Si) Slocum and Alton O. Coppage. 

From then on they came in fast and 
furious and from then on the Bull was 
shot just as fast and furious. 

Among the West Coast contingent 
were Ist Set. G. L. Robinson, Gy. Set. 
R. L. (PeeWee) Jennings, Ist Sgt. H. R. 
(Alibi) King, Sgt. W. F. A. Trax, Cpls. 
M. C. (Swede) Olson and R. D. (Speedy) 
Henderson. 

A hurry-up call to the floating Bat- 
talion aboard the “Arkansas” brought 
among others Gy. Sgt. Oscar E. (Mike) 
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Mietzell and Sergeant Kenneth (Gabe) 
Harker. More later about Gabe. 

From Haiti came Ist Lt. John D. 
Blanchard, Ch. MG. Calvin A. Lloyd, Ist 
Sgt. Carl Wilck, Sgts. O. A. Guilmet, 
Carl Raines, and Carl C. Conner. 

The Cuban Cadets included Gy. Sgt. 
J. R. Tiete, Sgt. S. P. Roberts, and Cpls. 
S. P. Dodrill and L. E. Easley. 

Sgt. Frelan S. Hamrick joined us from 
Pensacola. Sgt. Claude A. Mudd came 
from Key West and Pfe. Hanley F. 
(Handsome) Barnes came from New Or- 
leans. 

Parris Island sent Gy. Sgt. Henry M. 
(Big Bad Bill) Bailey and John C. 
(Bing) Miller. 

Sgt. Wm. A. (Rebel) Easterling blew 
in from Boston and Gy. Sgt. Martin 
(Hot Shot) Carroll brought Sgt. Earl F. 
Strickland from the Norfolk Navy Yard 
with him. 

Among the Quantico “Black Busters” 
appear Ch.MG. Henry Boschen, Gy. Sgts. 
Carl (Chris) Cagle, Morris (Bud) Fisher, 
Henry P. (Jim) Crowe, Sgts. R. E. 
(Black-Buster) Barwick, L. N. Hudson, 
Cpl. W. T. (Sweet William) Guy, and 
Pyts. L. E. Carlson and R. M. Hagan. 

An organization was recently formed 
here which shall henceforth be known as 
the ANCIENT AND IMPERIAL ORDER 
OF BLACK-BUSTERS AND BULL’S- 
EYE HUNTERS. At the first meeting 
it was decided that the man who told 
the biggest lie would automatically be- 
come the Grand Exalted Ruler. This 
position was conceded to Gabe Harker 
after his story of leading a swarm of 
bees across the desert in °49 without 
losing a bee. Jim Crowe appointed him- 
self Secretary, and our diminutive Bar- 
wick was elected Chief Coach by ac- 
clamation. The position of Treasurer 
was left vacant due to the fact that each 
candidate received one vote and every 
member was a candidate. 

We understand it is the intention of 
the Major-General Commandant to send 
our “Skipper,” Capt. Thomas F. Joyce, 
to the next Field Officers Class in the 
Marine Corps Schools. We shall all be 
sorry to lose him and can only wish him 
all the success in the world at his next 
billet. 

The matches are all over now and you 
can find out more about them elsewhere 
in these columns as they were ably cov- 
ered by Sgt. Frank H. Rentfrow of “The 
Leatherneck,” who paid us a visit re- 
cently. 

We'll be seein’ you. 


TENTH MARINES 
ARTILLERY BATTALION 
By F. T. Crosby 
As it has been some time since we 
have been heard from, we will have to go 
back to the first of this year. There 
has been a number of changes and a 
few new faces with us since that time. 
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Post Band, Quantico, Virginia 


To start this year off, Battery “B” 
with five officers and one hundred en- 
listed men left here on January 10th. 
They were to go aboard the “Arkansas” 
for the winter maneuvers at Guantanamo 
Bay with a visit to New Orleans, La., 
and Galveston, Texas, while in the South. 
Our Commanding Officer, Lt-Col. A. B. 
Drum, left with them to take command 
of the entire “Floating Battalion” 
aboard both the “Arkansas” and the 
“Wyoming.” 


Instead of the expected orders to re- 
turn here in the early Spring they were 
ordered to transfer all short-timers to 
the “Wyoming” and the rest to proceed 
on the “Arkansas” to the West Coast. 
With the exception of Corporals Brown 
and Carmel the entire battery went on 
to the West Coast. 


With Battery “B” gone we were left 
with seven officers and twenty-two en- 
listed. Shortly after this Corporal 
Chenoweth of base ball fame joined us 
and the remainder of the winter was 
spent very quietly. 

On April 3rd, Battery “A” returned 
from the Hawaiian Maneuvers with four 
officers and ninety-six enlisted men. 
Captain Sturgis, who commanded the 
battery while on maneuvers, returned to 
the Marine Corps Schools. Captain 
Hardy joined us the 16th to relieve Cap- 
tain Ladd as Transportation officer. 


Plans were soon made to begin school- 
ing the officers and men in preparation 
for our own Maneuvers at Stump-Neck, 
Md. Our chance to fire this year seemed 
to fade when on the 19th of April forty- 
five men were transferred to other or- 
ganizations here at Quantico. On the 
twentieth, forty-five more were trans- 
ferred to various East Coast Stations 
and Battery “A” was disbanded. The 
officers of Battery “A” with Gy-Sgt. 
Gourley and Pvts. Corrigan, Jeffrey and 
Spence remained with us. First Sgt. 
Corbett left to go aboard the “Kittery” 
and we were back to a “Skeleton” or- 
ganization again. 


About this time Gy-Sgt. Garvin de- 
cided to try it another four years and is 
at present, we hope, enjoying a three 
months furlough. 


Between parades, scoring details, etc., 
we managed to move into our new bar- 
racks and we must say they are a great 
improvement over the old ones. 


On May 26th, Captain Ladd was de- 
tached to go aboard the U. S. S. “Mary- 
land.” We were all very sorry to see 
him leave and the Maryland Detachment 
are getting the best “Skipper” in the 
Marine Corps. 


Lt-Col. Drum with Captain Kaluf and 
lst Lieutenant Stillman arrived from the 
West Coast on June 6th having come 
overland from the “Arkansas.” About 
ten “Short-timers” from Battery “B” 
came in today by way of Panama and 
Norfolk. As for the rest of the Battery, 
no one seems to know just when they 
will be with us again. At this writing 
they are aboard the “Arkansas” in the 
San Pedro (Calif.) area. 


We hope to have more and better news 
for you when the depression is over. 


BLUE NOTES 


By Johnson 


Back to the columns after a rather 
busy month, though most of the work 
was crowded into a week. 

Started last week’s work at 3:30 
A. M. Monday morning, June 6, 1932, 
which was when we rose to start our 
trip to Chester, Pa. Left the barracks 
at 5:00 A. M., arriving in Chester at 
11:30 A. M., after an uneventful and 
quiet trip. 

Played a few numbers in front of the 
main building of the Pennsylvania Mili- 
tary College; then were given about a 
half hour before dinner in which to clean 
up. Some of us took advantage of this 
time to take a quick plunge in the ex- 
cellent swimming pool in the college 
armory. 

We were then served with an excel- 
lent dinner and then had about an hour 
to ourselves, after which we formed on 
the parade ground for a formal parade. 
The boys of the college made a very 
good showing. 

Later in the evening we were given 
supper, then formed to play a luncheon 
concert for the lawn supper of the gradu- 
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ating class and the members of the 
alumni. 

After this concert, we had a short one 
in the armory, and later another on the 
veranda of the main building, which con- 
cluded the events of the first day. 

The second day dawned clear, and 
after breakfast we witnessed the for- 
mal guard mount; then repaired to the 
armory to begin the graduation exer- 
cises. 

The platform was occupied by the 
graduating class, members of the fac- 
ulty, and guests of honor, who were 
assembled to present and to receive hon- 
orary degrees from the college. 

Among these were several prominent 
figures of today, including Major General 
Pau! B. Malone, who received the degree 
of Doctor of Military Science; Judge 
Buffington, degree of Doctor of Laws; 
and Secretary of the Navy, Mr. Adams, 
Doctor of Laws; also Mr. Atterbury, of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad, Doctor of 
Engineering. 


THE LEATHERNECK 


After these exercises were over we 
had our dinner and then the events of 
the afternoon began. 

Review and inspection for the Secre- 
tary of the Navy, followed by the an- 
nual “Broom Drill” of the Alumni. Next 
a polo game between P. M. C. and the 
R. O. T. C. team from Princeton U. 

This was followed by an artillery drill 
by Battery “A” of the Sixth Field Artil- 
lery, and the sham battle by the boys 
of the school. The afternoon was also 
enlivened by a cavalry drill. 

Following these events came the final 
Graduation Parade, which was reviewed 
by the graduating class, after which we 
were given supper, and about 5:00 P. M. 
we began our trip home, arriving about 
11:00 P. M. 

Throughout our entire stay we were 
most cordially treated by Colonel Hyatt 
and the boys of the school, and wish to 
thank them for their attention, and care 
for our welfare. 
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After returning from this trip we 
occupied the rest of the week with our 
regular concerts and ball games, drills 
and also honors for visiting admirals 
and The Major General Commandant. 


Sergeant “Ski,” formerly of the Field 
Music School on Parris Island, is now 
with our band, doing duty as a drum- 
mer, and in charge of quarters. 


Next Friday the band will journey to 
Richmond and on the following day will 
accompany the troops and the baseball 
team to Baltimore for the annual game 
with the Baltimore Firemen. 


Concerts are now given on Tuesday 
afternoon at the hospital and on Thurs 
day nights at the Post Gymnasium, 
where the orchestra plays also for sing- 
ing on Friday nights. 

This will conclude our notes for this 
time. See you after Baltimore with 
some more music. 


MIRRORS OF BROWN FIELD 
By Pvt. G. M. Nasium 

Well, the bars being still behind us 
and that being a good sign we will again 
put our neck forth and invite the axe. 
“Flirting with death,” breathed the 
masses in muffled chorus when last 
month's “Leatherneck” made its appear- 
ance on the field. Visions of bars cast- 
ing their long shadows across our mois- 
tened brows will be ere long if we are to 
believe the sages of Brown Field. We 
have been besieged, indirectly, with re- 
quests as to where we gather the “news” 
we print, but, being of an unofficial 
source, we were not obliged to answer. 
Again everybody is playing a game of 
blind-man’s bluff in their gentle accusa- 
tions and this month the long, slim, pro- 
verbial finger of suspicion is pointing to 
a certain non-commissioned officer of one 
of the staff offices, but he is “taking it” 
with the grace of a stoic and an attitude 
of indifference in order that this column 
may proceed without interruptoin. 

If you like this column you are wel- 
come to read it. If it so happens you 
are one of the many who do not like it 
why not let it alone for those who do 
like it. Your “Leatherneck” will cost 
you just as much with or without this 
column. If we are crowding some worthy 
writer from this space we will gladly 
withdraw. We believe in the “Leather- 
neck” and believe it should be the mouth- 
piece of the men of the Corps. To dis- 
close the identity of this writer would 
destroy the worth of this column. You 
have accused everyone on the field of 


being its author. You have accused 
everyone outside that might possibly be 
in the “know,” with the possible excep- 
tion of Amos ’n Andy and the Gold Dust 
Twins and you are no further toward a 
solution than you were in the beginning. 

The object of this column is not to 
praise officers and staff non-commis- 
sioned officers for their deeds. The Navy 
Department will do that in the event 
they are deserving. This column is dedi- 
cated to the Privates and the lower 
grades of non-commissioned officers. Like 
the poor, they are always with us, and 
God must have looked upon the private 
and thought it good because He made 
so many of them. These people con- 
tribute over seventy-five percent of the 
contributions made to the “Leatherneck,” 
be it in a financial way or in amount of 
material for publication. It is their 
magazine and it should be written with 
that thought in mind. 

We are conceited enough to believe 
many good laughs are to be had from 
this column and we believe the masses 
are more interested in a jovial discus- 
sion of the “dirt” we gather on the rank 
and file than they are in the fact that a 
smoke screen was laid on the swamp 
last week or that a dozen Reserve Of- 
ficers completed their training here a 
fortnight ago. As we do not get paid for 
writing this (ain’t that a shame?) we 
are not interested in merely filling space 
with five or six syllables words to con- 
fuse or have the meaning obliterated be- 
fore the sentence is ended. If the writer 
has to employ a dictionary to compose 
these articles then how is the layman to 


read and understand without a diction 
ary? No, we have no connection with 
any dictionary publishing establishment. 
So here you are, privates. We aim tuo 
write in your language—the language 
you understand and if you are planning 
a series of social teas this summer we 
respectively refer you to Miss Emily 
Post. That is her business; ours is to 
write a column. 

From time to time, weather and busi- 
ness permitting, we make trips around 
to the various shops on the field and try 
to give you our impression of just what 
is going on around here. It is not given 
to every man to know all about these 
things so just be patient and we will 
educate you in the rudiments of flying 
You won't, however, receive a diploma 
but with Japan pulling a Germany on 
China and tearing up her treaties as 
though it were but so many scraps of 
paper you can readily see how much 
good a diploma would be to you if you 
were to fall from an airplane without 
your parachute (but we are not going 
to talk about parachutes just yet). We 
intended to talk about the parachute de- 
partment but the man in charge was 
asleep and we didn’t want to disturb him. 
Perhaps he will wake up before we get 
back again. 

We'll go over to the Motor Overhaul 
Shop—they don’t sleep so sound over 
there. 

Well, here we are but I can’t say 
there is a lot to tell you about it. In 
the first place it is out of bounds for me 
during working hours. In the second 


place those guys are too darn smart for 
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us laymen and they try to snow us under 
when we go down there. (It wouldn’t be 
so bad if they only tried but they DO 
snow us under). You wouldn’t under- 
stand half of what I saw—I didn't, 
either. In the other place—of all places 
he could have been—the C. O. was stand- 
ing right outside the door and as I looked 
neither important or air-minded, he 
might have mistaken me for some Con- 
gressman from Washington hiding out 
from the Bonus Expeditionary Force and 
asked me my business and I couldn’t 
have explained to an M. P. much less to 
fhe C. O., so you will have to take this 
as I remember it. 

If you are thinking of flying in the 
near future and you are planning to fly 
in these ships out here you want to stay 
on the right side of this bunch of fasten- 
downers, tighten-uppers, and fixers, gen- 
erally known as motor mechanics, in the 
Motor Overhaul Shop. They have this 
engine business down to such a fine 
working standard that with one hand the 
turn of a wrist they can fix a motor so 
it will cut-out right over Widewater and 
never start again. (Just imagine a 
temperance man getting stranded in 
Widewater, Va.). They can smell a pis- 
ton and tell you if it has been worked 
upon by a commercial mechanic or one 
of these guys who wear long faces and 
coveralls and putter around the shop 
here. You’ve got to hand it to them 
though for they sure know their clear- 
ance. Just imagine having to get out 
and pump up a tire or crank up a dead 
motor four miles above the Potomac 
River. I think I’d die about the time 
that old motor gave its first death rattle. 

This is where the power plants are 
overhauled and reconditidned for the 
planes. They talk in terms of horse- 
power and fuel consumption and by the 
twist of a wrist they can throttle more 
horses than Tom Mix does in a ten- 
reeler in the little movie house around 
the corner back home. To you this may 
seem rather an insignificant thing but 
some day when you get up there so high 
the Potomac River looks like perspira- 
tion running off the face of the earth 
and you can see Chicago, New York, and 
New Orleans all at the same time (well, 
heck, haven’t you any imagination at 
all?) and the pilot decides to loop her 
and it takes five hundred horses to pull 
her out and you find that, due to care- 
lessness, the motor shop has pinned down 
beneath an over-tight nut about fourteen 
of those five hundred horses it may mean 
more to you than all the pay cuts pro- 
posed by the President and thrown out 
by Congress during the past year. 

Among the other things which are 
hard to understand in these motors is 
how they keep all connecting rods from 
strangling the crank-shaft when the 
motor is running. They all grab on the 
crank-shaft like a bunch of M. P.’s on 
the neck of a lone Marine caught taking 
a drink at one of the local Moose dances 
out the road. 

After absorbing everything I could 
without asking questions I asked this 
little Winchester boy, who, with another 
chap by the name of Melear, seems to 
be a doctor of all engines’ inward 
troubles from under-nourishment to a 
sort of spick itch on the crank-case, 
just what he meant by “compression” 
and he explained to his satisfaction (not 
mine, mind you) that compression is the 
thing which pushes the rods up and down 
in the cylinders. He explained, also, how 
to figure it out and gave me the formula 
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NICARAGUA 


First Lt. Lamson-Scribner (left) and Master Technical Sergeant Oscar L. George (right), who left 


Brown Field on the 30th of May with the amphibian for Nicaragua. 


They landed there four days 


later and Lt. Scribner returned in another Loening on the 12th of June with Staff Sergeant Heritage 
as co-pilot and Private Shidler as radio operator. 


but I doubt if I have remembered it— 
anyhow it was something like this: Multi- 
ply the number of cylinders by the num- 
ber of days it has set in the shop and 
divide the product by how fast you would 
like to see it finished. Then taking the 
square root of the amount of money 
“Baldy” Williams spends for near-beer 
in the Post Exchange (and point off four 
places), subtract the number of rejec- 
tion slips issued by the test stand during 
the last quarter and square the resulting 
figure by not considering it at all and 
look on page fourteen of a P. & W. 
handbook for your answer. 

Second in importance comes “ignition.” 
Ignition is a very important factor in 
this game. Ignition is the thing that gets 
the gasoline in an uproar and causes it 
to explode thus causing compression. 
Now we are getting at the bottom of 
this business. 

Connecting rods are the gadgets which 
hold the pistons and the crank-shaft in 
their relative positions. They not only 
connect but they seem to serve a purpose 
in holding apart the two parts which 
seem to have a liking for each other and 
have a tendency to get together at every 
opportunity—the piston and the crank- 
shaft—as the piston chases the connect- 
ing-rod up and down the inside of the 
cylinder. 

There is a lot more to this engine busi- 
ness but you wouldn’t understand it so 
why waste my time? 

But bear in mind that the engine is 
the most important part of the game. 
Of course the engine couldn’t fly without 
the plane, but, on the other hand, the 
plane can’t fly without the engine so 
you can figure it out for yourself which 
is the most important. But we are talk- 
ing about engines today. The engine is 
to the airplane what an Irishman is to 
the wheelbarrow. They may discover 
something that will serve better as a 
means of locomotion but as yet they 
haven’t. It differs slightly from the 
Irishman and the wheelbarrow inasmuch 
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as you can put two engines together and 
they will do double the work. 
7x * 


Let’s take a little walk around the 
corner here and take a peek in at the 
Instrument Shop while we are down here 
in this end of the camp. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, and you who 
have to pay to see the “free” movies ad- 
vertised on the recruiting signs, this is 
the home for little wayward compasses, 
clocks, watches, altimeters, gauges, and 
what have you. I like to come’in here 
and look around because it looks like a 
jewelry shop and it is the first one I have 
ever been allowed in where the watches, 
clocks, and etc., were not locked up or 
someone kept an eye on me while I 
looked around. 

Over here on the right we have what 
is known as an Altimeter. An altimeter 
is the answer to that age old question 
of how high is up. It shows the pilot 
of a ship at what height he is flying and 
just how far away he is from the tax 
collector, bill collectors, alimony pay- 
ments, and other seemingly necessary 
evils which befall pilots. But he can’t 
stay up there indefinitely as there are no 
Child’s restaurants up there and a pilot 
never has any money anyhow. The alti- 
meter is accurate down as far as a hun- 
dred feet from the terra (ground, to 
you over there with the Sears Roebuck 
suit) and below that altitude the pilot 
is warned of the proximity of the ground 
by the gentle slapping of the trees in 
his face. 

Over here on the left is a little gadget 
which resembles a thermometer which 
had become hot and bent under the 
strain, and the man says it is a Bank- 
and-Turn indicator. You know when you 
are driving a car (well, maybe you'll get 
it back when the depression is over) 
and you come to a turn in the road you 
merely let your arm fall from around 
her neck and pull the wheel around on 
your car until it takes the turn but in 
this flying game there is no road so you 
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have to use your imagination as to where 
to turn. Now this is where the little 
gadget comes in handy. Some people, as 
you perhaps know, (how long you been 
around here?) have a terrible imagina 
tion and it was for these people that the 
Bank-and-Turn indicator was invented 
to keep them from allowing their imagi- 
nation from getting the best of them. 
There is a little bullet-like affair inside 
this column which keeps running up the 
opposite side of the column from which 
you want to turn as though to say 
“Watch your step now” or something 
like that. They were perfecting one for 
use on pedestrians coming in late at 
night but the prohibition amendment 
came along and spoiled a bunch of pro- 
spective sales and, to the best of my 
knowledge, it was never completed. 
Over here on this bench we have 
starters, magnetos, tachometers, and a 
bunch of other things you wouldn’t know 
anything about if I were to tell you all 
I know about them—half of them the 
pilot doesn’t even know is on his ship 
until he sees the mechanic take one off 
to fix it or something. I don’t under- 
stand the workings of the starter busi- 
ness so we will discuss the magneto. 
From the way they tell me, I think 
the magneto is the thing responsible for 
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a lot of these skin games you hear about. 
It is one of those things you put a little 
into and get a lot out. Oh, yes, entirely 
too much out of them. The man gave 
me the ends of a couple of wires and said 
for me to turn a little wheel which is 
fastened to the side of it. Boy, oh boy, 
what a wicked thing that is to take a 
hold of. It is a harmless looking little 
gadget that looks like a cross between 
a piece of Indian pottery and a coffee 
mill but it’s got more pep than a Gun- 
nery Sergeant on his way to the Mess 
Hall. 
* 

We told you earlier how the Motor 
Overhaul Shop takes care of engines 
which have developed lung trouble or 
chills and how the instrument men 
straighten out the little wayward com- 
passes when they begin to make faces 
at the pilot instead of tending to their 
business. All this is very good but good 
as they are, they are subject to error 
now and then and so we come to another 
part of our little story. It is human to 
err and as the majority of Aircraft 
Squadrons are human it has become 
necessary to provide means of coping 
with a situation in which humanity has 
erred and so we come back to the para- 
chute department. 
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I never did like Staff Sergeants but 
neither do I like to fly without a para- 
chute and as there is a Staff Sergeant in 
charge we will ask him to give us the 
“low-down” on the parachute. 

He may have been spoofing me but 
this is what he says and far be it from 
me to doubt it. 

“Each and every ship leaving the 
ground is required, by Navy Regulations, 
Marine Corps Manual, Marine Corps 
Orders, Naval Courts and Boards, Army 
Training Regulations, Post Orders, Squad- 
rons Memorandums, good judgment, 
etc., to carry a ‘chute for each man car- 
ried. Even mechanics are required to 
wear one and we have more mechanics 
here than the Savannah jail-house has 
bed bugs. Commercial companies are 
not so careful to enforce this as a me- 
chanic “bumped off” in their company 
means they will have to hang out the 
“Mechanic Wanted” sign next morning 
and get another one but in here it means 
we will be short a mess cook next month, 
perhaps. 

To the average person a parachute is 
nothing more or less than a large silk 
umbrella with the handle removed and 
some ropes tied to the outer edges but 
to many thousand little silk worms it 
meant a generation of hard work. 


. Recent air view of Quantico, taken by Brown Field photographer 


July, 1932 


This guy Eakes and his force handle 
more silk in a day’s work than the vil- 
lains in Nick Carter’s novel steal in two 
hundred pages. 


When folded and ready for use a para- 
chute resembles a pack saddle for a 
Nicaraguan pack mule—it has more 
harness than a clearance slip has signa- 
tures. The pack saddle affair is held 
together by a piece of wire stuck through 
a series of holes which are too small for 
it and it terminates on a large ring which 
fits, when properly worn, in a pocket at- 
tached to the harness and placed right 
below the left shoulder and over the 
heart. The idea of it being over the 
heart is in order that the wearer may 
feel if his heart is still beating before 
he pulls the ring. If the heart is no 
longer beating there is no use to pull the 
ring. These people do not pack these 
parachutes for fun, you know. The ring, 
which is attached to the rip cord, is so 
constructed as to release at a slight pull. 
When it is necessary to leave the ship, 
and the ship is in the air, it is advisable 
to make sure you are wearing the ‘chute, 
as a ring pulled on a ‘chute lying in the 
ship will not check your descent much. 
Instructions come with each parachute 
and are issued to each man before leav- 
ing the ground. It only takes two days 
to read and understand the instructions. 
The gist of the instructions are: When 
leaving the ship fall clear of the rig- 
ging, count three and pull the rip cord. 
If rip cord does not work at first pull 
don’t get excited as you probably have 
hold of your belt. In such cases count 
backward from three to one—this puts 
you back where you started from—and 
pull again. If it seems to be getting 
tight around the neck you have probably 

misjudged your distance and have been 
pulling at your field scarf. This will 
ruin the field scarf if continued for any 
length of time. If you don’t stop foolin’ 
you're going to choke yourself to death 
and you won’t get to use your ‘chute. 
Our ‘chutes are good to the last drop 
and any parachute failing to function 
(that means work in your language) un- 
der actual flying conditions will be re- 
placed by the company upon signed state- 
ment as to failure by the wearer. 
(You’re telling ME that is an old gag?). 


If parachute does not function use 
General Order No. 10. It is unnecessary 
to comply with General Order No. 11 on 
the way down. If you pass an officer on 
the way down it is not necessary to 
salute as he will probably be going the 
same way and in case he is not going the 
same way as you are there is nothing to 
worry about as he probably got down 
before you and is on his way back up. 
General Order No. 5 is not applicable 
as there may not be a relief handy. 


* * 


Thoughts while coasting around the 
field: Wonder why someone does not in- 
vestigate the war time prices being 
charged at the local chow filling station. 

Also the prices of the cloth butchers 
over the restaurant... . Capone was a 
piker compared to those two. . . .But the 
piece de resistance for this month is the 
announcement made at the beginning of 
the month that hereafter and henceforth 
the movie house will exact a cash pay- 
ment before you may sit before the 
silver screen in the dilapidated old shack 
in Quantico and watch Garbo make Bar- 
rymore’s heart do a handspring. 

Do you remember way back when there 


THE IEATHERNECK 


was a song that said: “Take your Girlie 
to the Movies if you Can’t Make Love 
at Home?” ... Well, it will be cheaper 
to pay her rent. now and make your love 
at home. . . . Home-made love is best 
after all. (After all what?) 
The Marine Corps has long been ad- 
vertised as the best educated military 
service in the world and now, we under- 
stand, a course of higher finance is to 
be added to the Marine curriculum. The 
thing bothering us right now is this: 
What figures must be used to arrive at 
the conclusion that twenty-five cents is 
a fair price to charge for one show when 
a ticket for the whole month costs but 
fifty cents? Why doesn’t someone start 
a good movie house out about Triangle? 
Taps are going for “Mirrors of 
Brown Field” and with this issue we bid 
you “Adios.” . . . We hope you have en- 
joyed our “broadcasts” as much as we 
have enjoyed writing them and we thank 
you all for the interest and cooperation 
shown. . . . Circumstances will not per- 
mit a continuance. 
We'll be seein’ you, folks. 


Miscellany 


ANGEL RECRUITERS 
By Madison C. Whiteside 


At this writing First Sergeant Mills 
and three of his team are holding down 
the Station, for four of our sergeants 
have journeyed to the rifle range at La 
Jolla, and are hard at work attempting 
to shatter all existing Marine Corps rec- 
ords for rifle shooting. 

On April 16 General Malin Craig, 
commanding general of the 9th Corps 
Area, visited Los Angeles and was a 
guest of the Army and Navy Club for 
luncheon. A guard of honor was re- 
quested by the club, and Sergeants Alvin 
G. Bryan, Carl H. Glaser and Madison 
C. Whiteside promptly volunteered their 
services along with three Army ser- 
geants from the recruiting station. Ma- 
rines always have a finger in the pie, 
you know. 

Sergeant Major Herbert O. Spencer, 
retired, was up for an examination last 
month. He is hale and hearty and em- 
ployed by the Federal Reserve bank here 
in Los Angeles. 

May 4th was “Boys’ Day” in the city 
of Los Angeles. On this day boys from 
the different high schools took over the 
reins of the city. We had one First 
Sergeant Henry J. Stefanetti, R. O. T. C., 
John Marshall High School, for our com- 
manding officer. At the close of the day 
he left the office a much wiser boy in 
regards the activities of the Marine 
Corps afloat and ashore. These boys 
were required to give a lecture the fol- 
lowing day on what they had observed. 
Here’s hoping Stefanetti gave the Ma- 
rine Corps a boost, for the boys and 
girls of today are the taxpayers and 
voters of tomorrow. 


GEN. DUNLAP’S MEMORY 
HONORED 


General Pershing visited the Oise- 
Aisne cemetery for the first time on 
Memorial Day since 1918, his presence 
attracting half the population of near- 
by Chateau-Thierry. During the day he 
made a brief tour of neighboring ceme- 
teries. 
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With tears in his eyes, the 80-year-old 
mayor of Cinq-Mars-la-Pile, near Tours, 
placed a wreath on the memorial erected 
to Brigadier General Robert Dunlap, 
USMC., who gave his lite rescuing a 
French woman in a landslide there last 
year. 


MARINE LT. IN FIELD EVENTS 


Lt. Henry Paige, USMC., contributed 
a new record of the South Atlantic in 
the 16-lb. hammer throw when he won 
with a toss of 157 feet, 1% inches. This 
was Paige’s first competition since the 
final Olympic trials in 1928 when he 
finished sixth. 

The lieutenant has been throwing over 
160 feet in practice, and should do well 
in the semi-Olympic trials at Boston. 
Lieutenant Paige was also second in the 
56-lb. weight, and he never had one in 
his hands previously. 


By F. G. Otis 


Congratulations are in order for First 
Sergeant William Waldrop and his wife 
—there is now another member on the 
family muster roll. In the language of 
the multiplication table, they now have 
two and one to carry. 

Recent developments at Parris Island 
proves my original contention that 
teachers don’t go to school to get an 
“M.A.,” is true—they are working for 
an “M-R-S.” 

The laziest man I ever met in the 
Marine Corps was Will Knott —he 
wouldn’t even sign his name in full- 
just wrote “Won’t.” 

The easiest way to get the average 
Marine mad is to call him one. 

A news article states that a group of 
college deans report that young men 
students are now spending much less on 
their girl friends than before. They 
copied that idea from the Marine Corps 
—it is known as the event of the coo 
without the bill. 

For the information of our readers we 
wish to state that a monolog is a con- 
versation being carried on by First Ser- 
geant Emanuel Yalowitz and Clyde 
Wheeler. 

The millennium will have arrived when 
recruiting sergeants can be sued for 
breach of promise. 

Personally our objection to the pro- 
posed thirteen-month year is that thir- 
teen firsts of the month would be un- 
lucky either for us or for such persons 
as John Demosthenes and Sam Lipton. 

A lot of you fellows have been wonder- 
ing why your shirts had so many pins in 
them when they returned from the laun- 
dry. They are to keep the shirts from 
falling apart. 

We have been expecting word any day 
that Corporal Carlson has signed up for 
an M. C. I. Course in automobile me- 
chanics. 

Ye Scribe overheard the following con- 
versation in the N. C. O. Club the other 
evening, between Corporal De Pishon, 
our local golf pro, and Sergeant Golden, 
one of our leading exponents of the 
racket (I mean tennis, this time): 

(Continued on page 44) 
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114TH CO., 19TH MARINES 

The numerous successful events of this 
company is as an omen of good luck for 
our annual camp period. The men of 
the company have been working in the 
right direction to put us on the top for 
honors this summer at Niantic. 

A social affair was held at our head- 
quarters the last week of April. This 
netted us a nice sum for the slush fund. 
The “top” was head man and fare taker. 
Perhaps as a fakir of the east would 
be more on his line; he is on the verge 
of becoming a social lion, but before he 
goes any further in that direction he had 
better control that roar and study the 
duties of a wet nurse for this summer's 
camp. Many of the men are unemployed 
in civilian life and some don’t believe 
in rising before noon. Now these 
shrinking violets need that rest they are 
accustomed to and won't care to hear 
that roaring “Top” about five a. m. 

On the 16th of May we gave a din- 
ner in the honor of a man that started 
us off in the right direction. It doesn’t 
matter what anyone outside of the com- 
pany thinks of him, he rates aces with 
every man, bar none. If petitions were 
needed in regaining his presence at our 
meetings they would be found in order. 
Captain Edwin C. Johnson is the man 
and what a man—a real Marine, is the 
highest compliment the men of his old 
command can give him. Now that we 
know Captain Johnson will honor us with 
his presence at a dinner we will have 
more dinners and with every dinner a 
larger dinner, they will be events of im- 
portance. 

Four non-commissioned officers of this 
company were in demand at a color 
presentation of a local school. Sergeant 
Timoney presented the colors to the 
school, while Sergeant Ranke, Corporal 
T. Pennington, Corporal Levins were the 
color bearers of the other colors. Tpr. 
O. W. Sharpton of the Navy Yard, N. Y., 
was also present and gave an exhibition 
on his horn, much to the delight of all 
that were present. The company takes 
this opportunity to thank Tpr. Sharpton 
for helping us out of a mighty deep hole. 

Every Sunday morning the company 
has a brief drill at a local park and 
after the drill a baseball game is played 
with some outside team. The team has 
not as yet received their baseball uni- 
forms, but they will strut forth in the 
near future with the name “Marines” 
emblazoned on proud chests. The first 
game the men played was one of defeat. 
The score? Your imagination is cor- 
rect—dream on of our baseball prowess, 
O readers of “The Leatherneck.” We 
are too modest to give the final results. 
When we win a game, then is the time to 
yell. 

Memorial Sunday is close at hand and 
on that day every member will turn out 
for a short parade to a church for Me- 
morial Services. We expect the 19th 
Marine Band to lead us. The following 
day, Memorial Day, will be again ob- 
served by the entire company. In the 
past years we led a_ large and 
lengthy parade to the Cypress Hills 
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RESERVE PROMOTIONS 


Cpl. William S. Breen—to Screeant 

Pvt. John M. Cobb—to Corporal 

Pvt. Leonard de Luca—to Corporal 

Pfc. Stanley R. Dowick—to Corporal 
Pfc. Wilbur F. Dreyer—to Corporal 

Set. Harry P. Farror—to Gunnery Sergeant 
Pvt. Frank B. Gregory—to Corporal 

Col. Clifford W. Hurley—to Sergeant 

Set. Louis E. Jones—to Gunnery Sergeant 
Pvt. August S. King—to First Sergeant 
Pfc. Kenneth F. Kirkwood—to Corporal 
Pfe. Philip W. John—to Corporal 

Pfc. Edward D. Johnson—to Sergeant 

Set. Arvid H. Korling—to Supply Sergeant 
Pvt. John J. Lamon—to Corporal 

Pvt. Lancaster Lowry—to Corporal 

Pfc. Leighton J. McNiff—to Corpo”al 

Cpl. Raymond Mejia—to Sergeant 

Pvt. Joseph S. Monaghan—to Sergeant 

Pfc. Harold A. Nearing—to Corporal 

Cpl. Nicholas Paolello—to Sergeant 

Pvt. Harry L. Poeck—to Corporal 

Cp Diedrich W. Schulz—to Sergeant 

Set. Griffith W. Sherrill—to Gunnery Sergeant 
Pvt. Benjamin C. Slavkowski—to Corporal 

Set. David B. Stidham—to First Sergeant 
Pfc. Oscar V. Swift—to Corporal 

Pvt. Clinton U rue—to Corporal 

Pfc. Charles S. Williamson—to Sergeant 


National Cemetery. This has been called 
off, but we will parade alone from our 
headquarters to the Cypress Hills Na- 
tional Cemetery and have the appropri- 
ate service at the graves of the three 
Unknown Marines. Decoration will be 
made by members of the company. 


All is quiet on the Cypress Hills front 
but that won’t last long. The Ist of 
June starts the fireworks. Uniforms, 
packs, rifles and barrack boxes will be- 
come hurdles as the men prepare for 
camp, the time that every reservist longs 
for. He will be on active duty and a 
first-class Marine, or at least thinks 
he is. 

Some of the best cracks of the month 
by members of Company “B.” By Bill 
Collins: “I was once a soldier, but, thank 
God, I am now a Marine.” Bill saw serv- 
ice with the Army and has plenty of 
campaign bars to prove it, and with all 
of that he’s glad he’s a Marine now. 
Speaking of campaign bars reminds the 
writer of a humorous incident. “Bill” 
came in one night all decked out like 
a battle wagon coming into her home 
port after a trip around the globe. The 
“Top” in looking over the proud chest 
of “Bill” realized he wasn’t the leading 
man as far as the bars were concerned, 
so he disappeared and shortly returned 
with a big grin and decorated like a 
Christmas tree. He had his medals from 
his head to his toes. Things like that 
tickle Ist Set. Cotrufo’s fancy. “Fa- 
rugia” claims too much success goes to 
a man’s head. He should know, but like 
a damn good Marine after the breaks 
went against him he bucked up and 
started out after the things he lost. 
What a spirit! It can’t be broken; what 
aman! The new Gunny, Edgar Persky, 
knows more about Marine “tools” than 
he will be able to teach the men in 
thirty years; an instructor that knows 
his stuff and the stuff the regular serv- 
ice put there. Congratulations. Persky, 
on your promotion; keep up the good 
work. Sergeant Wilkens and Tpr. Pfc. 
Schult have both taken the opportunity 
offered by the Marine Corps Institute 


and have received their diplomas. Each 
meeting night after drill the men get 
together and it looks like a class room 
when they get out their pencils and 
paper and help each other out. 

In closing, we are that confident as 
to say we will show up every company 
in the 19th Regiment this summer in 
anything they have to offer for com- 
petition. Good-bye. 


THE VF-5 HELL DIVERS 
By F. Fagan 


By the dint of hard work, Marine 
Corps Reserve Aviation Base at Grosse 
Ile, Michigan, has progressed rapidly in 
every way during the past six months. 

This detachment holds its drills every 
Tuesday in the Naval Armory. The 
armory has been our location for the 
past year. Since the inauguration of 
this outfit, we have not missed any drills. 

Five hell-divers and five fledglings are 
now being flown by the members of this 
organization. These ships are owned by 
the Navy, but it is hoped that we will 
have ships of our own soon. 

The Detroit News photographers were 
in our midst recently, taking pictures of 
the personnel of this organization. 

We received our uniforms during the 
first part of June. Recruiting is now in 
full swing and many new men are an- 
swering roll-call every Tuesday. It is 
hoped that we will recruit our full quota 
for this detachment during the summer. 


FROM THE SHORES OF FIFTY- 
SECOND STREET 
By William McK. Fleming 


Lt. Edward Wallace, (C. C.) U.S.N.R.., 
popular chaplain of the 2nd Naval Bat- 
talion, who saw front line service with 
the 320th Infantry, informed Lieutenant 
Kessenich, Commanding Officer of this 
413th Company, and Lieutenant Barrett, 
Company Officer, that Memorial Day 
Services would be conducted on May 29th 
at his edifice-by-the-sea. Lieutenant 
Wallace made known his wish to have 
about four Marines present during the 
ceremonies and the word was quickly 
passed around. But on that Churchday, 
the “Padre” almost forgot the text of his 
sermon when he saw twenty leathernecks 
sitting in pews awaiting him. He was 
immensely pleased, and following a 
splendid and sincere eulogy on the com- 
rades who had made the supreme sacri- 
fice, invited his uniformed guests to his 
home nearby. Here they were shown an 
interesting collection of war trophies. 
And, incidentally, those cigars he passed 
around were, like the occasion itself, 
most satisfactory. All made a reluctant 
departure in the late afternoon and 
Father Wallace probably mused that to 
the 413th outfit denomination means 
simply a classification of Uncle Sam’s 
coins and that “Semper Fidelis” can be 
demonstrated in any numbers of manner. 
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Memorial Day Parades were held 
throughout the City of New York, and 


Brooklyn claimed this command’s serv- 
ices on that morning. In immaculate 
white-blue-whites, the company marched 
along the entire route to the accom- 
paniment of conservative but genuine 
ovations. On the same day, Gy. Sgt. 
Ramon M. Lopez was presented with a 
saber and congratulated by the men 
upon his promotion to Second Lieutenant 
in the Marine Branch of the New York 
Naval Militia. 
* * 

Following rigid written and oral ex- 
aminations, the following men were pro- 
moted on June 2nd: Sgt. Charles T. Re- 


Gan from Cpl.; Cpl. Ramon DeCosta 
from P.F.C.; Cpl. George W. Harrison 
from P.F.C.; Cpl. Robert A. Terry from 
P.F.C.; and Cpl. Lewis N. Samuelsen 
from Pvt. Appointments of Private 
First Class were issued to William 


Lynch, Irving Challeff, William A. Lopez, 
Jerome Simon and Neson D. Terry. 


SIXTH MARINE RESERVE 
BRIGADE 


the old packet has been reno- 
vated and, due to many gallons of war 
color, olive drab, ete., slung promiscu- 
ously over the bulk-heads and decks by 
an active duty detail under the direction 
of Sergeants Wright and Hendricks and 
the supervision of 1st Lieutenant Col- 
burn, the old home looks much brighter 
and more attractive. 

lst Lieutenant Felix Howland, an An- 
napolis man and ex-naval officer, recently 
accepted his commission and was as- 
signed duty as Commanding Officer of 
Co. “A” (406th Co.), 20th Reserve Ma- 
rines. If you wanna’ see sumpin’ funny, 
get Lieutenant Howland to write your 
name in Persi: a drunken 
duck’s paw-prints in a wet hen yard. 

2nd Lieutenant Littlehales has been 
promoted to 1st Lieuy and stays on the 
job as Adjutant, 2nd Battalion of the 
20th. Congrats! 

Major Vandoren accepted his commis- 
sion and has been appointed Command- 


Well, 


ing Officer, 2nd Battalion, of the 23rd 
Reserve Marines. This gent has a 


wicked record behind him in the service 
and said 2nd Bn o’ the 23rd oughta’ 
shape into something nice, directly. 

Lieutenant William L. Schafer, U. S. 
N. R., recently relieved Lt. (jg) Tibbets 
as Regimental Surgeon of the 23rd. Well 

-how about a couple CC’s or sumpin’? 

Johnny Fondahl, the guy that invented 
targets, has been transferred in grade 
to the Rifle Range Detachment. That 
ought to have something to do with the 
elimination of red flags in the Butts. 
You guys is gonna’ have to hold and 
squeeze now or I’ll be damned. Charley 
(Brigade) Daum has taken over the re- 
sponsibility of Brigade Sergeant Major 
in addition to his duties as Brigade Per- 
sonnel Sergeant Major. 

Company C (441st Co.), 20th Reserve 
Marines, has got themselves a new Kay 
O in the person of 1st Lieutenant George 
F. Colburn. Leftenant Colburn has had 
some exciting experiences during his 
career, not the least of which was being 
torpedoed on the U. S. S. “California,” 
which same took a header for Davy 
Jones’ locker. You blokes out at Indian 
Head have got a real guy for a boss 
_ -so let’s see some action out yon- 
er. ‘ 


Thirty-nine 


A few trophies won by the 20th Marines 


Paymaster Sergeant Harry G. Vaughn 
has left the ranks of us poor enlisted 
blighters and been elevated to the war- 
rant o’ Pay Clerk—well, anyhow, if I 
don’t get paid or somebody else don’t 
get paid, they can’t blame it all on one 
guy anymore, cause we’re all broke out 
with Pay Clerks—John (how do you say 
it?)—lemme’ twist muh tongue a min- 
ute—here goes: Pay Clerk John Szent- 
petery (now you try it)—haw, haw!— 
was recently transferred from the East- 
ern Reserve Area to this yere outfit. 
The guy whose name I just remarked (is 
that a fast one?) went with Admiral 
Byrd on his North Pole expedition back 
in ’26. We is gonna’ start an adven- 
turers’ club or something around here. 
While we are on the subject of the Pay 
Department, we could say something 
about a Pay Clerk that puts perfume on 
his hair, but we won’t even mention his 
initials. Well, how y’ ben, Mr. Foley? 

2nd Lieut. John Paul Collins was re- 
cently promoted to the grade of 1st Lieu- 
tenant and those silver bars don’t look a 
bit bad. How about some recruits, Lieu- 
tenant? and, incidentally, an occasional 
strength and distribution report. 

Headquarters of the 20th Reserve Ma- 
rines have gotta break out another desk 
and make room for Ist Lieutenant Wol- 
cott C. Waggaman, recently commis- 
sioned and assigned duty as Regimental 
Adjutant. Sergeant Major Hamilton 
and Staff Sergeant Montgomery consti- 
tute the rest of the “plank owners” in 
this said office. 

Whadya know, “Rip Van Winkle” 
woke up. Kid Blaine (that’s just to 
make him feel young) showed up last 
Monday night with his chevrons all 
shined up and ready for work. This 
promising youth (all right, my mistake) 
has been working nights at the Govern- 
ment Printing Office and couldn’t get 
away on drill nights. Hope we see a lot 
of you now, Rexford, old horse. 

A detail consisting of officers and non- 
commissioned officers of the lst and 2nd 
pay grade volunteered to act as assist- 
ant Marshals under the direction of 


during their last Quantico encampment 


Major Harvey L. (Heinie) Miller of this 
Brigade and Major Barrett of Quantico 
during the Masonic Dedication Parade 
in Alexandria, Va., on 12 May, 1932. 
Major General John A Lejeune, U. S. 
M. C., retired, who acted in the capacity 
of Grand Marshal of the parade, com- 
plimented the detail for the orderly 
manner in which they carried out their 
difficult assignment. 

Well, a guy can’t rave on forever— 
so I’m gonna pipe down and give some- 
body else a chance. I s’pose that won’t 
hurt anybody’s feelin’s ayther. Adios, 
amigos (hell, I don’t know any more 
Espanol). Cheerio! 

* + * 


During the last few weeks the great 
influx of World War Veterans into the 
National Capital, in quest of favorable 
bonus legislation has taxed the District 
authorities and various municipal organi- 
zations to the utmost caring for their 
various needs, such as shelter, food and 
last but not least, medical attention. Due 
to their ardous trek across the country 
under unimaginable hardships many of 
them had sore and blistered feet and any 
number of ailments. 

The first organization that the District 
authorities could put the old finger on 
was none other than the Sixth Marine 
Reserve Brigade. Lieutenant Commander 
Don S. Knowlton (USNR.), our Brigade 
Surgeon, volunteered to render medical 
attention at our Brigade Headquarters 
on Indiana Avenue, next to Police Head- 
quarters. Lieutenant (j.g.) Lester M. 
Lucas, USNR., has been doing the molar 
jerking. Some of these veterans must 
have been chewing on concrete judging 
from the shape of their teeth. A great 
number of Drug Stores, doctors and vari- 
ous medical agencies have contributed 
medical supplies in no small amount. A 
great vote of thanks should be rendered 
for their generosity. At least a thou- 
sand veterans have received treatment 
and a few have been sent to local hos- 
pitals by order of Major Knowlton. Two 
enlisted reservists, namely, Staff Sgt. 


(Continued on page 45) 
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QUANTICO BASEBALL 
By La Bonte 


U. OF VA., 15; QUANTICO, 7 

Quantico, Va., May 13.—The Univer- 
sity of Virginia handed the Quantico 
Marines their first defeat in eight starts, 
by a score of 15 to 7. Smith, for the 
Marines, was relieved by Couch in the 
seventh inning. 

The team playing was poor through- 
out. Home runs by Shippley, Drissel, 
and Fletcher aided the Collegians in 
scoring. It was Poss’ triple in the sixth, 
with two on, that tied the score and 
enabled the Collegians to take the lead 
and the game. 

Surrett’s fancy base stealing was cli- 
maxed when the speedy second sacker 
swiped second and third in succession, 
and then, still unsatisfied, he made a 
clean steal of home. 


MARINES NOSE OUT TERMINAL 
Y. M. C. A., 5-3 


Quantico, Va., May 17.—The Quantico 
Marines defeated the Terminal Rail- 
road of Washington, 5 to 3, in an ex- 
citing game played here today. It was 
the eighth victory in nine games for the 
Devil Dogs. Terminal scored in the 
first inning when Mages poled one of 
Henry’s offering over the fence for a 
home run with two of his mates on the 
paths. The home club retaliated in the 
fifth inning with a three-run attack that 
clinched the victory. 


Porter's two home runs and a single 
featured the Marine attack. 


MARINES LOSE EXTRA INNING 
GAME TO MUNICIPAL EM- 
PLOYEES ASS'N, 5-3 


Quantico, Va., May 18.—A wild throw 
and a bad error by Hyman, along with 
a hit, gave the Baltimore Nine two runs 
and the game in the tenth inning. 

Both pitchers worked  unsteadily 
throughout the entire game. The Ma- 
rines opened the game with two walks, 
and an error by Smith gave the Devil 
Dogs a two-run lead. In the third in- 
ning the Marines filled the bases with 
two out, then Gann pops up to the catch- 
er to retire the side and stop a Marine 
rally. Two hits in the fourth gave the 
visitors one run. 

The Baltiore Nine opened the eighth 
with a triple, two singles and an error 
to get two runs and tie the score. 


This gives the Marines eight victories 
and two losses. 


GEORGETOWN DEFEATS QUANTICO 
MARINES, 5 TO 3 


Quantico, Va., May 21.—Georgetown 
University wins two in a row from the 
Marines by taking the second contest 
5 to 3. Both teams played well through- 
out and the pitchers kept the hits well 
scattered. The Marine errors helped to 
give the game away. Rapp walked away 
with hitting honors of the day by get- 
ting three hits out of four trips to the 
plate. Evers, of the Georgetown team, 
son of the famous big league star, 
played well in center field and also got 
one hit and one run. 


MARINES DEFEAT WARRENTON, 
28-3 


Warrenton, Va., May 22.—A contest 
that had everything happen in it that 


Quantico’s Pilot, Lt. Huffman 


could happen in baseball was won by the 
Marines 28 to 3, the Marines going on 
a base-hiting orgy to get 28 runs out 
of 18 hits, sending four of the opposi- 
tion pitchers to the showers. The great 
fielding behind Couch held the visitors 
in check at all times. 

Every man on the Marine team gar- 
nered one or more hits in this wild con- 
test of hits and errors. Porter got first 
honors of the day with two triples and 
two singles out of four trips to the 
plate. The Warrenton Nine played poor- 
ly and their pitchers could not hold the 
slugging Marine aggregation down. 


MARINES WIN FROM MAJESTIC 
RADIO, 2-1 
Quantico, Va., May 25.—A _ pitchers’ 


battle between Smith and Winters ended 
by Smith getting the verdict by 2 to 1. 
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4. 


Both pitchers worked well throughout 
the game and kept the hits scattered. 

In the sixth inning the Radio Nine 
garnered one run from a hit and a double 
by Heflin. In the Marines’ half of this 
inning they obtained two runs from a 
walk and three hits. It was Huffman’s 
sharp single to center field that scored 
the Marine runs. 

Smith walked away with the batting 
honors of the day by getting three hits 
out of four trips to the plate. 


GYRENES WALLOP CENTRAL HIGH 
SCHOOL, 9-6 


Quantico, Va., May 27.—A game that 
was temporarily stopped by rain in the 
second inning, was won by the Marines 
9 to 6. The game was poorly played 
on account of wet grounds. The game 
opened with the Marines getting three 
runs from a walk and three hits. 

In the second inning the Central High 
Nine filled the bases but were unable to 
score. 

In the third inning the local team 
scored another run by, virtue of two hits 
and a wild throw. 

Henry walloped a home run in the 
fourth inning. 

In the fifth inning the Central High 
team scored four runs off of a walk, an 
error and three hits. Chunbris’ single 
started the rally. 

Central scored a run in the seventh 
inning. Another run was scored in the 
eight inning to tie the score. The Gy 
renes came back in their half and scored 
three runs. 

Chunbris, of the opposition, played a 
great game, figuring in almost every 
play. He started both rallies for the 
visitors. 


QUANTICO REFORMS LORTON 
REFORMATORY, 8 TO 6 


Lorton Reformatory, Va., May 28. 
The Quantico team won a thriller from 
the Lorton Nine by a score of 8 to 6. 
The game was well played and kept the 
crowd in a uproar at all times. The 
Lorton Nine took the lead at the start 
of the game, but the Marines would not 
stay put and came back to garner two 
runs in the third inning. 

Both pitchers kept the hits well scat 
tered throughout the entire game. Mc- 
Nenam for the Lorton club weakened in 
the seventh and had to be relieved by 
Smith, and he could not hold the Marine 
hitters down and they slugged four runs 
from his offerings. 

Couch of the Marines was relieved 
after holding Lorton down for seven 
innings. Smith, who relieved Couch, 
struck out six men in the last two in- 
nings. 

This brings the Marines’ standing to 
twelve victories and four defeats. 
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MARINES LOSE FIRST ROAD GAME 
TO LANGLEY FIELD, 5-1 


Langley Field, Va., May 30.—The 
Quantico Marines dropped their first 
game on their road trip to Langley Field 
team by a score of 5 to 1. It was the 
masterful pitching by Hoens that held 
the Marines in check. Hoens struck out 
ten men in this game. 

The Marines scored one run in the 
first inning and were unable to get any 
more after that. 

Smith started for the Marines, but 
was relieved by Couch in the seventh 
inning after he had been nicked for nine 
hits and three runs. Couch allowed four 
hits and two runs in the last two in- 
nings. 

Runs Errors 
Quantico Marines... 1 6 3 
Langley Field..... 5 13 1 

Batteries: Marines—Smith, Couch and 

Huffman. Langley—Hoens and Hetrick. 


QUANTICO DEFEATS LANGLEY 
FIELD IN EXTRA INNING GAME, 8-7 


Langley Field, Va., May 31.—The 
Quantico Marines made a come back to 
win the second game from the Flyers 
by a score of 8 to 7. Both teams hitting 
freely throughout the game. Couch 
pitched a steady game but the poor play- 
ing by his team mates allowed the Air- 
man to score some unearned runs. 

Thomas also worked well. He was 
credited with seventeen strike-outs but 
he could not hold the Marines in the 
pinches. 

Surrett hit a home run in the seventh 
to score one man ahead of him. 

Leary and Hetrick also bagged four- 
baggers, scoring runners ahead of them. 


MARINES SWAMP FORT MONROE 
IN A FREE HITTING GAME, 22-9 


Fort Monroe, Va., June 1.—The Ma- 
rines took a free hitting game from the 
Fort Monroe team by a score of 22 to 9. 
Smith started for the Marines but was 
relieved in the first inning after the 
Monroe nine had garnered five runs. 
Couch relieved him and held the op- 
ponents in check. Fort Monroe used 
three pitchers but they could not stop 
the slugging Marine nine. 

Porter and Gann hit home runs for the 
Leathernecks, scoring men ahead of 
them. Gardner hit a home run for the 
Fort Nine. Porter walked away with 
batting honors by getting four hits in 
six trips to the plate. One of these 
being a home run. 


MARINES REPEAT OVER FORT 
MONROE, 11-4 


Fort Monroe, Va., June 2.—The Quan- 
tico Marines kept their winning streak 
today by taking the second game from 
the Monroe Nine by a score of 11 to 4. 

Henry pitching for the Marines held 
the Fort Monroe aggregation to three 
seattered hits. While Henry was hold- 
ing the opponents in check his team- 
mates stepped out and collected nine hits 
and eleven runs. The Marines bunched 
their hits in the fourth and seventh in- 
nings to score all their runs. 

The Marines were able to steal a few 
bases in this game. They were credited 
with eight stolen bases. 
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LEATHERNECKS DOWN WHITE 
OAKS, 8-5 


Quantico, Va., June 4.—The Quantico 
team continued their winning streak by 
downing the White Oaks nine from 
Fredericksburg, Va., by a score of 8 to 5. 
The pitchers on both teams did wonder- 
ful work throughout the entire game. 

The White Oaks garnered three runs 
in the first inning but were unable to 
get any more runs until the ninth, when 
they managed to score two more runs. 
The Marines scored one run in the sec- 
ond and fifth innings and came back in 
the eighth and ninth innings to score six 
more runs. 

Griffin, the new catcher for the Ma- 
rines, is doing good work. 


MARINES ABOUT-FACE, DEFEAT- 
ING LANGLEY FIELD, 11-2 


Quantico, Va., June 7—The Marines 
made a come back today and took the 
Langley Field nine by a score of 11 to 2. 
The Marines jumped on to the offerings 
of the star pitcher and collected ten hits 
and seven runs before he was relieved. 
Hoens was relieved by Thomas, who had 
pitched the day before. The Devil Dogs 
also collected three hits and four runs 
from Thomas. 

Richards made his first appearance as 
a pitcher with the Quantico Marines to- 
day and held the visitors to six hits and 
two runs. Five of these hits were made 
in the first three innings. He allowed 
them only one hit after the third in- 
ning. Richards also starred at bat for 
the Gyrenes, getting two hits out of 
three trips to the plate. Leary hit a 
home run in the third inning, with one 
on, the score two runs. Sullivan and 
Surrett also hit for the circuit. Surrett 
hit his home run in the eighth inning 
with two on base. 

The Marines now have won seventeen 
games and lost seven. 


QUANTICO WINS SLUG-FEST FROM 
FORT HUMPHRIES, 13-1 


Quantico, Va., June 9.—The Leather- 
necks kept up the winning streak by 
defeating the Fort Humphries nine by a 
score of 13 to 1. The Marines started 
right from the start to get to the pitch- 
ing of Bumgardner and garnered six 
runs before he settled down. The Devil 
Dogs again started a rally in the seventh 
inning, which netted six more runs. It 
was during this inning that Bumgardner 
was relieved by Perkins. He was also 
taken for a batting ride. 

Griffin, twirling for the Marines was 
effective for the five innings that he had 
pitched. He was touched for only four 
hits and one run. These hits and runs 
were made in the first three innings. He 
was relieved by Couch to make sure the 
visitors would not get any more runs. 

The stellar fielding by Reep and Ware 
helped the Marines to hold the visitors in 
check. 

Ware walked away with the batting 
honors of the day by getting three 
singles and a triple in five trips to the 
plate. 

This brings the Marines’ victories to 
eighteen and seven lost. 


YELLOW JACKETS HAND QUANTICO 
A STINGING DEFEAT, 8-7 


Boomsboro, Va., June 5.—The Quantico 
team lost a hard-fought game to the 
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Boomsboro nine by a score of 8 to 7. 
A rally in the ninth inning failed to net 
the Marines enough runs to win the 
game. Griffin started the game for the 
Devil Dogs but was relieved by Couch 
after being hard hit in the first few in- 
nings. Couch held the visitors in check 
but the damage had already been done. 

Bergdoll and Watcher hit home runs 
to help their score along. Radcliff, who 
had pitched for the Sheppard State Col- 
lege against the Marines before, held the 
Gyrenes in check at all times and he was 
effective in the pinches. 


LANGLEY FIELD TRIMS MARINES, 
14-1 


Quantico, Va., June 7.—The Quantico 
nine went down to defeat at the hands 
of the Langley Field Aviators by a score 
of 14 to 1. The steady pitching by 
Thomas held the Marines in check at all 
times. The Leathernecks were unable to 
get to Thomas’ offerings at any time 
during the entire game. He allowed them 
but two hits. 

The unsteady pitching by Smith from 
the very start gave the Flyers two runs 
in the first and three more in the fourth. 
He was relieved by Richard, who was hit 
hard and had to be taken out after pitch- 
ing only part of an inning. He was in 
turn relieved by Couch, who also was 
unable to hold the Airman in check and 
was nicked for ten hits. 


DIAMOND DUST FROM P. L. 
By F. G. Otis 


Well, this time we have seven vic- 
tories and three defeats to report—all 
good games—even the defeats. We 
started off this 
month’s competi- 
tion by taking 
three straight 
games from Bow- 
don State College 
and the first two 
games of the next 
series with the 
Appalachian 
Teachers College, 
before being 
stopped in the 
final game of the 
series, when the 
teachers came to 
life and stopped 
our winning 
streak. We next 
had three games 
scheduled with 
South Georgia 
Tech but the first 
two games were 
rained out —the 
final game going 
into our win col- 
umn. The last school on our schedule, 
Louisburg College, proved to be one of 
the toughest and best ball clubs we ran 
up against all season. They won the 
first two games and we managed to close 
our baseball season with a win by de- 
feating them in the third game of the 
series. Brief accounts of the games 
follow: 


BOWDON, 0; MARINES, 3 


On May 5th Middlebrook pitched the 
Parris Islanders to a shut-out victory 
over Bowdon State College, and allowed 
only five hits. 


BRANNEN 


Speedy backstop for 
Parris Island 
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While the collegians never threatened 
to score, the Marines touched Cole for 
single runs in the second, fourth and 
fifth innings. 

Brannen, the first man up in the sec- 
ond stanza, doubled to left for a start, 
and scored when Dohr singled to center. 
In the fourth Brannen again started 
trouble for the collegians by singling to 
center and immediately took second when 
Cole made a bad throw in an attempt 
to catch him off first. Casey then singled 
to right, scoring the Savannah Sheik. 

In the fifth the Marines scored the 
last run of the game when Billingsley 
opened with a walk and stole second, 
scoring when Kerr singled to right. 


RH E 
Bowdon ..... 000 000 000—0 5 38 
a 010 110 00x—3 8 1 


Batteries: Cole and Garrett; Middle 
brook and Brannen. 


BOWDON, 5; MARINES, 13 


On May 6th the Parris Islanders se- 
verely trounced the Bowdon State Col- 
lege nine when Connor pitched the 
Leathernecks to a lop-sided victory. 

A homer by Brannen, coupled with the 
hitting of Howell, and aided by eight 
misplays on the part of the collegians, 
was mainly responsible for the rout of 
the visitors. 


RH E 
Bowdon 001 220 000 > 10 8 
Marines .... 211 011 52x—13 13 2 


Batteries: Henson and Garrett; Con 
nor and Brannen. 


BOWDON, 1; MARINES, 9 


On May 7th the Parris Islanders made 
a clean sweep of the series when they 
won the third game of the series behind 
the stellar pitching of Cruse. 

The collegians scored their only run 
in the second frame, while the Marines 
seored in the fifth, sixth, and eighth in 


nings. 
RH E 


Bowdon 010 000 000—1 6 
Marines ..... 000 031 05x—9 15 

Batteries: Cole, Harris, Burson and 
Garrett; Cruse and Brannen. 


APPALACHIAN, 1; MARINES, 5 


On May 9th the Parris Islanders con 
tinued their winning streak at the ex 
pense of a snappy nine from the Ap 
palachian Teachers College by taking 
the first of a three-game series. 

The game evolved itself into a pitchers’ 
battle for the first six innings, when 
after both teams had scored in the open 
ing frame, the run qlumn was not 
dented again until the last half of the 
seventh. Each club’s run in the opening 
inning was the result of home run clouts 
by Thompson of the Teachers and 
Wooten of the Marines. 

In the last half of the seventh the Ap- 
palachian moundsman started his own 
downfall by first hitting Dohr and then 
muffing Griffin’s intended sacrifice bunt. 
With runners on first and second, Mid- 
dlebrook practically won his own ball 
game by singling past first, scoring Dohr, 
and advancing Griffin to third. Middle 
brook then stole second and scored a 
moment later when Wooten doubled to 


right. 

RHE 
Appalachian 100 000 000—1 11 3 
Marines 100 000 310—5 10 0 


Batteries: Smith and Forrest; Middle- 
brook and Griffin. 
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SEASON’S SUMMARY 
Following are the statistics of the in- 
dividual players who participated in four 
or more games during the 1932 season: 


Player Bat. Av. G AB R H 
Gotko 714 + 7 6 5 
McDowell 500 ll 36 10 18 
Carden 476 7 21 5 10 
Koehler 336 27 104 21 35 
Pierce 333 15 57 10 19 
Crus 333 7 15 2 5 
Wooten 324 27 «#114 22 7 
Casey 271 18 59 10 16 
Howell 262 4 42 7 ll 
Connor 260 9 23 3 6 
Brannen 256 22 78 12 20 
Dohr 230 23 74 9 17 
Middlebrook 230 10 26 5 6 
Ware 224 18 58 WW 13 
Kerr 202 22 69 9 “4 
Billingsley 172 24 87 23 15 
Adams 145 5 7 0 1 
Griffin 142 9 28 6 4 
PITCHING RECORDS 

Won Lost % 

Middlebrook 2 777 
Cruse 3 l 750 
Connor 3 571 
Adams . » 1 500 
Howell » 1 500 
Sutton 0 1 000 
Crews .... 1 000 
Golden ..... . 0 1 000 
Team’s Record ...... 16 11 592 


APPALACHIAN, 1; MARINES, 4 


On May 10th, in a game featured by 
brilliant fielding on the part of Dohr, 
Parris Island made it two straight over 
the Appalachian Teachers College, for 
their fifth consecutive victory. 

The collegians scored their only run 
in the last half of the fourth, while the 
Marines scored two runs in both the 
sixth and eighth innings. 


H E 
Appalachian .... 000 100 000—1 7 2 
ee 000 002 02x—4 5 3 


Batteries: Hiatt and Forrest; Connor 


and Griffin. 


APPALACHIAN, 6; MARINES, 3 


May 1lth saw “Bo” Wortman, star 
Appalachian moundsman, turn the tables 


ai 


Koehler 


Middlebrook 
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on the Marines and take the third and 
final game of the season. 

For five innings the Marines were un 
able to solve Wortman for anything re- 
sembling a hit, but in the sixth Billings- 
ley opened with a clean hit to right, 
stole second, and went to third when 
Mostella let the catcher’s throw go 
through his legs. Wooten’s long fly to 
center then brought in Billingsley. 

The Marines again scored a run in 
the eighth when Carden, batting for 
Dohr, singled to short, and took second 
when Billingsley drew a walk, after 
Brannen drove to second, Mostella let- 
ting the ball go through to right field. 
Carden then scored on Wooten’'s grounder 
to second. 

In their last turn at bat the Leather- 
necks made a dying effort to tie the score 
when Casey doubled to right, and came 
home when Ware’s drive was also 
fumbled by Mostella. The rally died 
when Koehler went out on an infield 
grounder, and Connor, up for Carden, 
rapped into a double play. 


RHE 
Appalachian 000 141 000—6 14 4 
rr 000 001 011—3 4 5 


Batteries: Wortman and Forrest; 
Howell, Middlebrook and Griffin, Bran- 
nen. 

GEORGIA TECH, 5; MARINES, 11 

After the first two games of the 
scheduled series had been rained out, 
the Parris Islanders finally had an op- 
portunity on May 2lst to teach the 
Georgia Tech boys a few lessons in base- 
ball that they did not know, defeating 
them easily. 

Middlebrook pitched excellent ball for 
the Marines and except for a brief weak- 
ening in the seventh was never in danger. 

A home run by Kerr and some brilliant 
catching on the part of Billingsley were 
features of the game. 


RH E 
Georgia Tech 000 100 400— 5 6 3 
Marines ....... 204 140 00x—11 10 2 


Batteries: Smith, Mobley and Kettles; 
Middlebrook and Brannen. 


LOUISBURG, 6; MARINES, 3 

On May 26th the Parris Islanders 
dropped an interesting game to Louis- 
burg College, one of the snappiest ball 
clubs the Leathernecks ran up against 
all season. 

The game was featured by the excel- 
lent pitching of Woodlief of the col 
legians, and the heavy hitting. of Me 
Dowell of the Marines, who garnered a 
home run and two singles out of five 
trips to the plate. 


RHE 
Louisburg ...... 000 023 100—6 9 2 
010 200 000—3 1 


Batteries: Woodlief and Willard; 


Howell and Griffin. 


LOUISBURG, 10; MARINES, 2 


May 27th saw the Parris Islanders 
drop a one-sided game to the Louisburg 
College, which was featured by the heavy 
hitting of Clark and Edwards, of the 
collegians. 

The Marines’ only two runs of the 
game came in the sixth when Kerr 
singled to center; McDowell singled to 
right, advancing Kerr to third. On 


Brannen’s fielder’s choice, Kerr scored, 
McDowell being out at second, and Bran 
nen remaining on first and going to see- 
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ond when Koehler walked. Howell then 

singled through short scoring Brannen. 

RHE 

Louisburg ..... 112 004 011—10 15 38 

Marines ....... 000 002 000— 2 8 6 

Batteries: Richards and Willard; 
Connor, McDowell and Brannen. 


LOUISBURG, 8; MARINES, 10 


Playing heads-up baseball, the Parris 
Islanders closed their season on May 
28th with a well earned victory over 
Louisburg College. 

The Marines had everything their own 
way until the seventh inning, and were 
leading by a score of 9 to 3, when the 
collegians suddenly came to life and 
nearly tied the score when they garnered 
five runs. The score then stood 9 to 8. 

The Leathernecks then tightened up 
and not only stopped any further scor- 
ing but added another run to their col- 
umn by way of playing safe. Bobby 
Gotko was the star of the game, being 
responsible for six runs—bringing in two 
himself and batting in four. 


RH E 

Louisburg ..... 010 110 500— 8 7 2 
Marines ....... 103 401 Olx—1010 4 
Batteries: West, Ross and Willard; 


Howell and Brannen. 


BASE HITS FROM DIEGO 


DIEGO AGAIN TRIMS MEDICOS 


The San Diego Marines buried the 

Naval Hospital under an avalanche of 
hits to win the'r seventh straight game, 
by a score of 14 to 4, on May 5. The 
powerful bats of the Gyrenes were 
silent during the first three innings, but 
three hits and a walk sent the Marines 
in front, 2 to 1, and successive scoring 
in each following inning made the game 
a walkaway. Chink Holmdale pitched 
for the victors, scattering ten hits over 
the nine innings with very little trouble. 
Sharpe, Orr, and Langland hurled for 
the Naval Hospital with indifferent suc- 
cess, for all offerings looked alike to the 
slugging Marine team. Holmdale led 
the victors at bat with three hits, while 
Donovan paced his team with the same 
number. 


MARINES LOSE TO GIANTS 


The Philadelphia Colored Giants de- 
layed long enough in San Diego to break 
the Marines’ winning streak by a score 
of 12 to 5 on May 8th. For eight in- 
nings the teams played on fairly even 
terms, but nervcusness on the part of 
the Marines enabled the dusky-hued vis- 
itors to pile up a commanding lead. 
Both teams threatened in the first, with 
the Giants scoring a run on two hits and 
an error. The Marine defense suddenly 
cracked in the next inning, three errors, 
three bases on balls, and four hits pro- 
ducing eight runs for the Giants. 
Holmdale relieved Bailey in the third 
and held the visitors in check the rest 
of the way. Four hits and two runs 
were all the Giants could manufacture 
off his delivery. Meanwhile the Marines 
kept pecking away at Evans, and a walk, 
an error, and Shapley’s double scored 
two runs in the third. Three more runs 
came over in the seventh when Cogs- 
dale and Traw singled and Shapley and 
Rose doubled. 
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RALLY WINS FOR DIEGO 

Flashing a Garrison finish, the San 
Diego Marines resumed their winning 
ways on May 12th, by nosing out San 
Diego High School in the ninth inning. 
At this point it is interesting to note 
that the High School has just earned 
the title of Southern California Prep 
School champions. The San Diegans 
drove Bailey out of the box in the 
fourth and had a lead of 4 to 1 going 
into the eighth inning. The Marines 
crept up in the last inning when four 
successive singles scored the tying and 
winning runs. The Marines opened the 
scoring in the second when Lail singled, 
was sacrificed to second, and came in on 
Cogsdale’s single. The visitors tied it 
up in their half of the next inning when 
Janeck walked, went to second on a wild 
pitch, and scored on Vinton’s single. 
They continued their attack in the 
fourth when Wynn and Pressly hit and 
Bailey issued three successive walks. 
Holmdale checked the high school play- 
ers until the eighth when Wynn tripled 
and scored on Galaziewski’s bobble of 
Janeck’s bounder. In the home half of 
the inning, the Marines reduced their op- 
ponent’s lead to one run as Traw sin- 
gled, was forced by Lail who came in 
before Laughridge on the latter’s ter- 
rific home run to center. The last of 
the ninth opened tamely as Smith, San 
Diego pitcher, forced Holmdale_ to 
ground out to the infield. However, 
Hriszko and Galaziewski singled, Shap- 
ley forced Galaziewski at second as 
Hriszko went to third, Traw’s hit scored 
Hunky as Shapley raced to third, and 
Lail hit sharply to left, scoring the 
Marine leader with the winning run. 
Smith pitched fine ball, but weakened in 
the closing frames, while Holmdale 
turned in another masterful relief ef- 
fort, allowing but one run and three 
hits. 


TWO STRAIGHT 


The San Diego Marines made it two 
straight over the San Diego High School 
baseball team on May 17th, defeating 
them 7 to 1. Walker pitched brilliant 
baseball, holding the visitors to three 
hits in seven innings and forcing six 
men to go down via the third strike. 
His mates pounded Smith and Galasso 
for eleven hits and jumped to an early 
lead. Bailey, who relieved Walker, con- 
tinued the excellent work by allowing 
one hit and one unearned run in the 
ninth. San Diego bunched their hits 
when men were on bases and scored in 
every inning they hit. Traw hit for the 
circuit in the second and Lail tripled 
with two on in the big seventh. Seifert 
led the batters, though, with three sin- 
gles in four times at bat. 


SAILORS BITE THE DUST 


Led by Sonnenberg, whose apple maul- 
ing accounted for four runs with a 
homer, double, and single, the San Diego 
Marines crushed the U. S. S. “Upshur” 
at the Marine Base on May 19th. Bailey 
pitched well for the Marines, holding 
the opposition to seven hits and having 
but one bad inning when three hits ac- 
counted for as many runs. For six in- 
nings Dacus, hurling for the sailors, 
was just a shade behind. The destroyer 
hunch jumped to a lead in the second 
when they scored once, but the Marines 
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matched them on Lail’s and Sonnenberg’s 
singles. The Diego team made it two 
in the next when Galaziewski singled to 
right and the ball got away for a four- 
base error. They added three more in 
the fourth on singles by Bailey, Gala- 
ziewski, and Shapley, and a double by 
Sonnenberg. However, this lead was 
cut to one run in the sixth when the 
sailors got three runs on two singles and 
Adams’ homer to center. San Diego put 
the game on ice in the seventh when 
Lail got a lifer on an error, Laugh- 
ridge singled, and Sonnenberg cleared 
the bags with a homer to deep left. Turch, 
batting for Seifert, in the next inning 
also slammed a four-ply blow to left to 
end the scoring for the day. The sailors 
put on a pelated rally in the last in- 
ning, but Haney, cavorting in place of 
Sonnenberg in center, stopped them with 
a sparkling fielding gem, a running one- 
handed catch of Keliy’s bid for a home 
run. 


SAN DIEGANS NOSE OUT 
MARINES 


Linn Platner’s San Diego aggregation 
came from behind on May 23rd to nose 
out the San Diego Marines in a fast 
game played at Navy Field by a score 
of 4 to 2. This game was played at 
night and was the first one under the 
are lights for the Marine team. The 
Marines jumped to the lead in the sec- 
ond when Watters lost control and 
walked Traw and Laughridge, and Lail 
slashed a hard single to center to score 
Traw. Holmdale matched his opponent 
for six innings, allowing only four scat- 
tered hits. In the lucky seventh the 
Diegans bunched four hits for three runs 
and sewed up the game. Watters 
started this rally with a stinging 
double, scoring Yelle, who had walked. 
Holt followed with a single and scored 
himself a moment later on Ginglardi’s 
drive. The Marines made a belated ef- 
fort in the ninth when Hriszko singled 
and scored on Shapley’s long drive to 
the fence, which just missed being a 
round trip by inches. Watters struck 
out fourteen batters to dominate the 
pitching mound. 


PUGET SOUND SPORTS 
By Wynne 

The 1932 baseball season at the Brem- 
erton barracks should see one of the 
strongest service teams ever put on the 
field in the northwest. With Lieutenant 
Pusel, at the helm the men have been 
working out for the past four weeks. 
From the 1931 club which went through 
the Thirteenth Naval District League 
without a defeat, we have but four men, 
Gray at third base, Ross in the outfield, 
and Casanova and Wynne forming the 
first string batter. These are the men 
around whom the team will be moulded. 
In addition to these we have Liefer, who 
starred with the Barracks team in 1930. 
Also Mahoney at first and Bland, a 
pitcher, are expected to bolster the club 
considerably. 

The league this year will not get un- 
derway before the middle of June and by 
that time it is almost a certainty that 
the Marines will be ready to defend the 
trophy which they have now held for 
two years. As it is a three year cup, the 
1932 team should be the one to take it 
out of competition. In addition to the 
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league games we have games arranged 
with the strongest amateur and semi-pro 
clubs in Seattle and vicinity. Also the 
fleet teams that will be visiting here dur- 
ing he season are expected to furnish 
plenty of opposition for us. 

The 1931-32 basketball season at the 
Marine Barracks in the Navy Yard, 
while not overly successful in the city 
civilian league, did uphold the prestige 
usually enjoyed by the Marine Corps 
after the team got started, which how- 
ever was not until the season was about 
half over. At the outset of the season 
everything looked particularly bright for 
a very fine season. We had on hand men 
who not only knew the game but who 
could put up a fine exhibition as well. 
For the first string lineup, we had Stan- 
ton and Gray up forward, Leifer at 
center, and McCartney and Wynne play- 
ing back. These five with much help 
received from Ross, McDonald, and Baker 
finished the season with an average of 
five hundred. This, considering the 
caliber of teams met, is a record for 
which no apologies are needed. It is 
hoped that as many of these men as pos- 
sible will be with us next year, and with 
a little help that should come in, we shall 
look forward to a much more successful 
season, 

A word or two should be said of the 
fine support given the team by the of- 
ficers and enlisted personnel of the bar- 
racks. It was all that could be desired 
and helped the boys over many rough 
spots that probably would not have been 
hurdled otherwise. 

The question of athletics and recrea- 
tional activities which for some time has 
been troublesome at the Marine Bar- 
racks has been solved by the repairing of 
our bowling alley and tennis courts and 
the building of a new handball court and 
golf course. Heretofore when our bowl- 
ing team or handball players were in 
need of practice they would have to look 
elsewhere for an alley or court but that 
is a thing of the past. 

During the bowling season just past, 
our team registered a very enviable rec- 
ord. Led by Abe Levine, our slow but 
sure mess sergeant, the team composed 
of Sergeant Marvin Ross, Corporal Strah, 
Privates Larcher and Foster compiled a 
score sheet of twenty-eight matches won 
against four lost, and climaxed this feat 
by finishing third in the all-service 
tournament sponsored by the Navy Y.M. 
C.A. When it is considered that over 
120 posts and stations competed in this 
tournament it is more easily seen what a 
fine team represented the Puget Sound 
Marines. 

The barracks are represented by a col- 
lection of tennis stars who could very 
easily hold their own in service compe- 
tition. Quartermaster Sergeants Pierce 
and Rousar, First Sergeant Noble and 
Sergeant Schubert seem to be the cream 
of the crop at the present time and we 
will rely on these four men to carry our 
colors in the many important matches 
now scheduled. We also expect to see 
some excellent tennis played between 
these four men for the trophy which de- 
cides the champion of the post for the 
year and will be played for at the end of 
the season. 

The handball team at this writing 
seems to be coming along very nicely. 
Led by Sergeant Oates, the boys are 
putting in some very strenuous sessions 
on the courts and will be ready for all 
comers in a short while. The Klaviter 
brothers, Will, Whisler, and Oates form 
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a combination that have ability and what 
is more important, stamina; the two 
qualities that are hard to beat any 
where, you will hear more about them 
later. 

The golfing situation at the barracks 
is becoming more complex every day. 
For awhile it was thought that the 
course would not receive enough use to 
warrant its construction, but since the 
good weather has been with us, every 
day sees the links cluttered with the 
men, anxious to try their new clubs. We 
have several tournaments planned but I 
believe the better competition will be 
seen when the barracks detachment get 
together in the play for the title in that 
outfit. Jimmy Noble thinks so anyway. 

The fishing season was opened offi- 
cially in the northwest two weeks ago 
and the Marines at the barracks and out- 
posts have been taking full advantage 
of the fact. Major Willcox, who was 
out the first week-end of the season, was 
reported to have made the largest catches 
both in quantity and size of the fish. 
We have not checked up on that fact 
but it comes from very good authority. 

And last but by no means least, our 
rifle team came through in the approved 
Marine Corps manner. Led by Chief 
Marine Gunner J. J. Harrington, team 
coach, the boys went on the final range 
in the second place with the team from 
San Diego leading. The final score 
proved the caliber of the team composed 
of Private first class Lee, Corporal Ba- 
lough, Sergeant Anderson and Private 
Breakey; however, when they shot 339 
at 1000 yards to come out with a total 
score of 1063 and the Western Division 
team championship. The “Bear” emble- 
matic of their success now resting in the 
trophy case at these barracks, is a tri- 
bute to the excellent coaching of Gunner 
Harrington, and the ability of these four 
men who are now trying out for the 
“Big Squad.” 
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WINNERS 11TH NAVAL DISTRICT 
HEXATHALON, 1931 

Left toe right: Capt. Harry B. Liversedge, coach; 

Cpl. Lieyd A. Mathiot, Cpl. Richard E. Cor- 
nelison, Pvt. Herbert B. Mace. 


RACKETEERING AT PAP 
By Henry Grady Spencer 

Featured by spirited play in the later 
rounds, the Second Regiment Annual 
Tennis Tournament, sponsored by the 
Brigade Morale Officer, Ist Lieut. T. A. 
Wornham, ended April 12 with Private 
W. H. Moore of Headquarters Company 
crowned as singles champion. He de- 
feated Private Charles F. Mattson in 
the finals, 6-1, 6-2, 6-0. There is no 
doubt in the minds of any of the con- 
testants who the best player was- 
Bandsman Moore. 
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Moore, who is considered one of the 
stellar players of the Marine Corps, is 
a southpaw who has worlds of endurance 
and a change of pace in stroking that 
tends to wear his opponents down. In 
the earlier rounds, after defeating Pri- 
vate D. G. Sheehan of the Band, in the 
quarter-finals after a hard match, he had 
no trouble gaining the finals. Mattson, 
on the other hand, had to play at top 
speed all during the tournament and con- 
sequently was not at his best for the 
finals . . . yet there is no doubt who the 
better player was. 

Sixteen men, experienced players, en- 
tered the tournament. Moore defeated 
Private H. G. Spencer of Headquarters 
Company in the semi-finals, 6-1, 6-0, 
while Mattson had trouble eliminating 
Private M. J. Baum, also of Headquar- 
ters Company, 5-7, 6-4, 6-2. After drop- 
ping the first game of the set, on his 
service, to Spencer, Moore stroked his 
way easily to win at will. Mattson was 
slow in starting against Baum, but was 
soon at top form and crushed his oppon- 
ent with his accurate baseline shots. 

In the finals, Moore took his time and 
worked Mattson out of position time and 
again and then would pass him. After 
two sets of stubborn resistance, Matt- 
son finally slowed down, and Moore 
blazed away and ran out the third set 
at love. 

The tournament was such a success 
that it will be repeated annually, we 
hope. 


GIGGLE GAS 
(Continued from page 37) 
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Golden: “How’s the old game, Clyde? 
Keeping the old score down these days? 
Sometimes I wish I had devoted more 
time to golf instead of tennis.” 

De Pishon: “Yeah? I sometimes wish 
I were swinging a racket instead of 
wasting my time with a mashie.” 

Golden: “Oh, I don‘t know, Clyde, we 
tennis players often wish tennis were 
more sociable—we don’t get the time for 
friendly chats that you do in golf. It’s 
a great game. Of course you don’t get 
the exercise 

De Pishon: “WHAT? No exercise 
in eighteen holes of golf? Now, just 
because tennis doesn’t require the skill 
that golf ——” 

Golden: “No skill in tennis! Are you 
nuts? Did you ever try to make a half 
volley or a backhand drive? Now if 
golf had some competition in it ——” 

De Pishon: “Competition? Why in 
golf you’re competing against par all the 
time. A tennis player can let down 
and ——” 

Golden: “Let down, my eye! You 
once let down in tennis and you're licked. 
Between holes a_ golfer can_ rest, 
and 

De Pishon: “Rest, nothing! Did you 
ever walk five miles os 

Golden: “Did you ever try to smash 


De Pishon: “Then there’s the un- 
canny accuracy required in putting - % 

Golden: “You have to be a real man 
physically to serve right and i 

De Pishon: “See here, you gawk, in 
golf 

Golden: “Don’t call me a gawk, you 
little runt. In tennis 


‘And so on, far into the night). 
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Well, me back again, pinch- 


here’s 
hitting for the bozo who gets paid to do 


this column. He can shake off more 
work than Salome could veils. Nothing 
but a business trip could force him out 
of his comfortable office chair, so he 
buys a nice, shiny “Model A” and starts 
cruising the highways. A wire from 
New London says he’s busted down. Our 
personal opinion is that some “Model 
T”’ passed our pal so fast that he thought 
he was standing still, and with his mind 
on something else, as usual, he grabs 
the crank and steps out to twist her tail. 
* ok 


Some one asked us the other day where 
this column derived its name. Here is 
the answer: Last November one of our 
correspondents visited Chicago where he 
was introduced to a cocktail that could 
have been concocted by no less divinity 
than Bacchus himself. The next day 
when he was able to inquire the name 
of this beverage, the host replied that 
it was known as “The Bees Knees” be- 
cause of one of the ingredients. What’s 
that? Well, if we must, we must. Take 
one part strained honey (for the Bees), 
one part lemon juice (for the knees), and 
three parts Gordonwater (non-alcoholic), 
put in the old shaker with plenty of 
cracked ice, give it the Gilda Gray mo- 
tion until you can scrape frost off the 
outside. There you have it; the Greeks 
called him Dionysus; the Romans, Bac- 
chus; the Teutons, Liber; but we know 
him as “Bees Knees.” 


Hymie informs us that one of our 
favorite Better English instructors in the 
M.C.I. lost his best girl because he ended 
a sentence with a proposition. 

* * x * 


Here’s one we clipped from the “Wash- 
ington Herald” the other morning: 

“You'll pardon me while I straighten 
the bag,” said the polite third-sacker of 
the Quantico Marines. 

“Certainly,” said the equally polite 
Majestic Radio base runner, stepping off 
the sack. 

“You're out!” yelled the umpire as the 
polite third-sacker touched the equally 
polite base runner with the ball. 

* * * 


A jawbone in the hands of Brother 
Sampson did a lot of damage to the 
Philistines; but, boy oh boy, what a little 
jawbone in the hands of some of our 
musics can do! 

* * 


Our frien’ McElroy made a hole in one 
at one of the local golf courses. Yes, 
sir, a hole in one. A driver, two brassie 
shots, a midiron, a mashie and three 
putts. He sank the pill with the last one. 


* * * * 


This is the second of these columns 
we've had to pitch, and I guess neither 
of them has been strikes. But you know 
how these managers will pull a cold man 
out of the bull pen. Maybe we can get 


a couple over before we're jerked. 
—Hair-trigger Hop. 
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BASIC TRAINING RECORD OF___ 


_ Enlisted 7 
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Form for Service Record, M. C. O. No. 41 


BASIC TRAINING FOR ENLISTED 


The Major General Commandant has 
published Marine Corps Order No. 41 on 
“Basic Training for Enlisted Men.” The 
order contemplates two things: first, 
that a standard shall be set up requiring 
a minimum of professional ability of all 
enlisted men, and second, that this 
standard shall include that information 
most necessary for a Marine to possess 
in order to be fitted at all times for ex- 
peditionary duty. The order contem- 
plates a distribution of knowledge and 
practice with the service rifle, calibre 30; 
the Colt automatic pistol, calibre .45; 
the Browning automatic rifle, the V. B. 
rifle grenade and the hand grenade; and 
further includes instruction in such im- 
portant subjects as extended order, range 
estimation and target designation, scout- 
ing and patrolling, first aid, and per- 
sonal hygiene. It contemplates instruc- 
tion in patrolling in bush warfare. 

The requirements of Marine Corps 
Order No. 41 are not exhaustive. It 
must be remembered that the Marine 
Corps is distributed among a great many 
units and detachments, and that many 
small posts have a reasonable amount of 
duties to perform without a_ great 
amount of time available for training. 
From these various detachments, how- 
ever, must be drawn the expeditionary 
forces which the Marine Corps, from 
time to time, is required to assemble 
for foreign duty. The amount of in- 
struction required of all such units, 
therefore, has been held to a minimum 
considered necessary for preparation and 
readiness, at all times, of all Marines 
for field duty. Officers who find that 
their men have the time, and who be- 
lieve that more extensive instruction 
should be given, are at liberty to do so 
after filling the requirements of Marine 
Corps Order No. 41. All Marines are 
likely to find themselves performing duty 
in the field against bandits or revolu- 
tionists, and may be expected to be only 
too glad to receive regular instruction 
preparatory to such duty. 

Within the past year the Marine Corps 
has, for purposes of governmental econ- 
omy, been materially reduced in num- 
bers. The assembly of expeditionary 
forces in time of peace for unit training 
has become next to impossible. As in 
many instances in the past, the Corps 
must be able to bring together quickly, 
from many posts, sufficient men to com- 
prise an expeditionary force when 
needed. These men must be properly 
trained before they are brought together 
into heretofore non-existent units. There 
is only one way that this may be pos- 
sible, namely, by a conscientious effort 
at instruction on the part of all officers 
and enlisted men. This duty is very 
clear. In times of depression and un- 
certainty a greater devotion and atten- 
tion to duty is necessary. 


(Continued from page 39) 
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Ira LaLonde and Corporal Kelly Byrnes 
have been ordered to active duty by order 
of the Major General Commandant and 
have faithfully assisted the Brigade 
Medical Staff. These two men have been 
on constant duty from the Ist until the 
15th of June. And regular or reservists 
they’ll all tell you that twenty-four-hour 
duty ain’t no good thing. 

The Brigade is rapidly becoming rec- 
ognized as a great asset to the com- 
munity. Local officials constantly call on 
the commissioned and enlisted personnel 
to render aid in the undertaking of vari- 
ous local projects. 

On the morning of June 5th, a meeting 
was called by Brigadier General Glass- 
ford, ret., chief of police, Washington, 
D. C., in the assembly room on the sec- 
ond deck of Brigade Headquarters. Plans 
were laid for the presentation of a big 
sports show to be given the night of 
June 7th at Griffith Stadium for the bene- 
fit of the veterans camped in the south- 
eastern portion of the city. Some of the 
talent to be taken from the ranks of the 
veterans themselves, while the great 
majority of them were volunteers who 
responded to the s.o.s. sent out by Major 
Harvey L. (Heinie) Miller, FMCR., who 
commands the Ist Battalion of the Twen- 
tieth Marines of this Brigade. Some- 
body knew stuff when they called on 
Heinie for assistance, because what he 
doesn’t know relative to the production 
of athletic events and entertainments of 
an outdoor nature just never was in the 
book, that’s all. You know he’s the guy 
that used to knock ambitious young ban- 
tam and featherweights for a loop back 
in the days of the old White Navy. 
Throws a wicked soupbone and is a right 
salty member if anybody asks yah. Lieut, 
Comdr. Knowlton was elected Ring 
Surgeon and if anyone got knocked for a 
row—well he was in excellent hands. 
At this writing it is expected that it will 
be a good show. The finances are in the 
hands of Captain Paul Sullivan, FMCR., 
and he is ably assisted by Pay Clerk Jim 
Foley. 

QM. Clerk Montie Jacobs received a 
neat assignment as Assistant Commis- 
sary Officer at the encampment of the 
19th Reserve Marines at Niantic, Con- 
necticut. If anyone fails to get a full 
belly, he can blame it on aforesaid gent. 
Incidentally if they do get a full belly 
they can blame that on ’im too. 

Second Lieutenant Dwight L. Harris, 
FMCR., recently received a promotion to 
the grade of 1st Lieutenant, and while 
quite busy at his occupation it is ex- 
pected he will show up for camp and be 
around quite a little. Among the en- 
listed men the guys that are climbing 
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up are: Gunnery Sgt. Jones, Co. D (405th 
Co.) of the 23rd and Ist Sgt. King of 
Co. B (411th Co.) of the same aggrega- 
tion. Y'know anybody that wants stripes 
in this layout now has gotta pass an 
examination and show that he knows 
enough to hold his job. Hence the num 
ber of requests at Headquarters for 
Training Regulations and information. 
The Non-coms just mentioned are the 
first who have taken the test and passed 
successfully. More power to ’em. Hell, 
if a guy hasn't guts enough to study a 
little for his chevrons he shouldn't have 
‘em. 

Recruiting is going along in fair 
shape; but some of the Company Com- 
manders and Non-coms could run ’em in 
a little faster with a more severe appli- 
eation of hard work. None of the com 
panies is up to full strength and as 
recruiting will be called to a halt on the 
fifteenth of July, some of these blokes 
hadda a demned sight better get on the 
job. 

Most of our officers have complete oul 
fits of uniforms and can qualify for most 
any old entertainment or ceremony listed 
in the catalogue. Some of ’em need a 
little coaching along the lines of mili 
tary etiquette; but by the time we go 
to camp what with these Battalion com- 
petitive drills coming off and everything 

we ought look like and act like some- 
thing. 


MEDICOS TREAT VETS 


Thousands of hungry ragged bonus 
marchers descended upon Washington. 
Irrespective of the question of whether 
they should be here or not the fact re- 
mains that they are overseas World War 
veterans, the kind our public promised 
the cock-eyed world with a purple fence 
around it if they would only go out and 
win. 

Many of these fellows wear the na- 
tion’s highest decorations won in combat. 
To see them in camp with all of their 
Service training paramount, hardened, 
beaten physically but not in spirit, no 
Service man could help but feel proud 
of them. That is why the Chief of 
Police, himself a Brigadier General Re- 
tired and a West Pointer saw his De- 
partment change its entire attitude to- 
ward the men extending to them such 
cooperation and help as his Department 
could afford. 

When civic and federal organizations 
refused housing and medical aid it re- 
mained for Marine Reservists to pitch in 
Handling a sick call of as high as 300 
men a day Lieutenant Commander Don 
S. Knowlton, Brigade Surgeon, took care 
of the men. 

When their funds ran low a Marine 
Corps Reservist, Major Harvey L. Miller 
was instrumental in raising close to 
$3000 through the medium of a boxing 
show. 

It is such activities as these, volun- 
tary, that endear reserve organizations 
to the communities of which they happen 
to be a part. That citizens of Washing- 
ton as individuals are fully appreciative 
of what Marine Corps Reservists have 
done goes without question. 

It would do any Marine or ex-Marine 
good to hear these veterans say over and 
over again, “The Marines didn’t throw 
us down anyhow.” 
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First Battalion, 25th Reserve Marines 
By Lieut. Owen E. Jensen, USMCR 


The First Battalion of the “Fighting 
Twenty-Fifth” has been so busy in prep- 
aration for Summer training camp that 
it has not had time to tell the world 
about its activities. 

Captain John J. Flynn, USMCR, has 
been appointed acting battalion com- 
mander for the duration of training 
camp and will be assisted by Captain 
Joseph P. Sproul, USMCR, as executive 
officer. 

Company “A,” commanded by Captain 
Allan [. Schmulian, USMCR, assisted by 
Lieutenant Reynolds and Marine Gunner 
Whitney, is recruited to full strength 
and expects to take all but a few to 
camp. Company “B” in Pasadena, com- 
manded by Captain Flynn, will be under 
the command of Lieutenant Owen E. Jen- 
sen while at camp, owing to the assump- 
tion by Captain Flynn of the duties of 
battalion commander. Lieutenant Peter 
Altpeter will be j.o. of “B” company. 
This company is also recruited to full 
strength and expects to take 57 men to 
camp. 

Company “C,” commanded by Ist Lieu- 
tenant Horace W. Card, USMCR, who is 
also battalion quartermaster, will take 
approximately 30 men to camp. Lieu- 
tenant Card has been handicapped in 
recruiting activities because of his 
strenuous duties as Q.M. Inglewood Ma- 
rines are showing a fine spirit of co- 
operation with Lieutenant Card and full 
strength will no doubt be attained soon 
after completion of camp, when the 
young men of the town hear what a 
fine camp the company has attended in 
San Diego. 

Company “D” and Headquarters com- 
panies, the former captained by Captain 
Chester H. Knowles, USMCR, has not 
had a real opportunity to recruit to full 
strength but is bringing about 50 percent 
of its quota. 

Dr. Glenn H. English, USNR (MC) 
has been one of the busiest of the bat- 
talion officers. Dr. English has per- 
formed a Herculean task in jumping 
from Los Angeles, Inglewood to Pasa- 
dena all in one night on many occasions, 
examining applicants. That Dr. English 
has earned the gratitude of all battalion 
officers goes without saying. 

Uniforms and equipment were not re- 
ceived until two weeks before camp and 
the task of preparing the men has been a 
heavy one for all officers and non-com- 
missioned officers of the battalion. 
Everyone has cooperated so that it is 
expected that an excellent showing will 
be made in camp. 

Rifle qualification and practice firing 
has not been neglected. Every company 
has done some firing, and Company “A” 
has qualified 18 expert riflemen with the 
.22 caliber, whereas Company “B” has 
qualified 3 expert riflemen, 5 sharp- 
shooters and 8 marksmen. “C” company 
has not fired for record, but promising 
shots are in the company. 

An interesting publicity feature for 
the battalion was the adoption by the 
battalion of 11-year-old Jackie Sear, 
juvenile motion picture star, who was 
examined by Sgt. Coleman of the Los 
Angeles recruiting office and sworn in 
by Lieut. Jensen, the entire proceedings 
being made into a program and broad- 
cast over radio station KNX through 


the courtesy of the famous Bill Sharples 
and his breakfast club gang. 

Jackie Sear] is now the mascot of th« 
battalion and will appear on various oc- 
casions with the battalion. 

Members of the battalion are support- 
ing “The Leatherneck.” The copies sold 
each month is only 20 at the present 
time, but many have expressed their 
appreciation of the Marines magazine 
and hope to subscribe regularly for a 
year. 

Company “B,” of Pasadena, covered 
itself with glory in its first public ap- 
pearance as a company unit on Memoria! 
Day. Under the command of Captain 
Flynn, the company received the ap- 
plause of the thousands lining the streets 
of Pasadena, the same route over which 
moves annually the famous Rose Tourna- 
ment parade. Comments heard on al! 
sides were to the effect that the com- 
pany presented the best appearance of 
any of the military units. 

“Der Tag”’—June 12—will have come 
and gone by the time this reaches the 
reader, but it will ever remain in the 
memory of the men who that day re 
ported for active duty for the first time 
in their lives with any military organi- 
zation. 

A fine program of activities has been 
mapped out by Colonel Harry Lay, 
USMC, Chief of Staff at the Marine 
Base, San Diego. Colonel Lay has 
earned the affection of all reservists who 
have ever attended camp at San Diego 
and no doubt will earn the same respect 
and admiration from those who never 
before have attended a camp at Diego. 

Watch for news from the San Diego 
front at the completion of “hostilities.” 


BUCKEYE STATE MARINES 
311TH COMPANY 


By J. K. Young 


Captain Iven C. Stickney won the Re 
publican Nomination for Prosecutor in 
Lucas County. Captain Stickney’s nomi- 
nation made history in this county, as he 
is the first man to ever defeat a candi- 
date for re-election supported by the 
Republican party. The race was so close 
and interesting that during the time the 
ballots were being counted Captain Stick- 
ney consumed about fifteen cups of 
strong “coffee.” 

The 311th company has a new recruit. 
Gunnery Sergeant Harvey Zeh is the 
proud father of a baby boy. Sergeant 
Zeh says it took him only two weeks to 
teach the newcomer the manual of arms 
and after the baby is two months old he 
is planning on a few trips to Camp 
Perry to teach the youngster to shoot 
(We wonder if it is all for the baby’s 
benefit). 

The 311th Company was visited by 
Major Chester L. Fordney on Friday, 
May 13, but the date did not seem to 
affect the disposition of the C.O., as the 
inspection seemed to meet all the re- 
quirements of the Major. Major Ford- 
ney made his last stop and told of the 
many improvements in the Regiment and 
the hard fight Toledo is going to have to 
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hold the Trophies won during the past 
two years. 

The Navy Department, including the 
Marine Corps Reserve, fared well in the 
May Primaries. 

Our assistant Secretary of the Navy, 
David S. Ingalls, was nominated for Gov- 
ernor of Ohio on the Republican ticket. 
Lucas County, which includes Toledo, 
furnished him the majority which made 
possible his nomination. 

Captain Iven C. Stickney opposed the 
present Lucas County Prosecutor for the 
Republican nomination for Prosecuting 
Attorney. The incumbent was running 
for his second term, and was indorsed 
and supported by the Republican organi- 
zation. 

The 311th Company organized a flying 
squadron of campaigners and carried the 
fight all of the time right into the enemy 
camp. Captain Stickney won by a nar- 
row margin of 636 votes. It was the 
first time in Lucas County that an offic: 
holder, supported by the Republican or- 
ganization was ever defeated for the 
nomination for a second term. 

Captain Stickney’s opponents found 
out that Marines stick together and know 
how to get the “situation in hand” and 
keep it there. 

Lastly, Lieutenant Walter A. Church- 
ill was elected Precinct Committeeman 
by a vote of 85 to 29. 


301ST RESERVE COMPANY 
By John B. Hinckley, Jr. 


On Friday evening, May 6, a written 
examination for non-coms was given by 
the commanding officer. More than 
twenty men stepped out of the ranks 
following roll-call, and proceeded on 
their way to the class rooms in Building 
39, armed with sharp pencils, erasers and 
heads overflowing with that precious 
grey matter—(Well? that’s what it’s 
called anyhow). 

Many of us have been separated from 
our school days a long time, but never- 
theless our recollections of the familiar 
schoolroom scenes have been neither 
dimmed nor impaired by the widening 
span of time.—Sounds like an old-timers 
convention, but just remember what a 
job Kolynos does in 3 days. 

As Captain Grafton sat behind the 
desk giving final instructions before al- 
lowing us to delve into the exam prob- 
lems, something seemed to be missing. 

If fifty million schoolboys were asked, 
“What is Wrong with this Picture?” 
Their answer would have been, “There's 
no apple on the teacher’s desk” (and 
alas, what a catastrophe!). “There’s no 
well-known stool with its usual occu- 
pant, sitting with his ‘puss in the 
corner’.” 

During this period of depression, we 
were afraid the Captain might com- 
mercialize the idea—hence no apple. Pri- 
vate Mason nearly completed the second 
part of the picture, when after pushing 
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the pencil with reckless abandon for an 
hour, spilling sentence after sentence all 
over the place, suddenly realized that he 
was answering everything but what was 
called for in the questions. At this 
point Mason calmly walked up to the 
desk (oh yea?) replenished his supplies 
and was off again. 

I heard later that he went home with 
the night watchman,—must have been 
one of those guys that had to have the 
school burn down to get him out. 

All joking aside, no man coming from 
the ranks at present, is better qualified 
than Mason for a rating. 

The Board consisting of Captain Graf- 
ton, Ist Sgt. Hoeppner, Gy-Sergeant 
Keenum and Sergeant Irwin corrected 
the test sheets, and after all things were 
carefully considered, thirteen men were 
awarded promotions as non-coms. 

By order of the MGC the following 
men received regular warrants dated 
1 June, 1932. Corporal Chester A. Good- 
win, Jr., to Sergeant; Corporal Charles 
M. Barry, to Sergeant; Private Emerson 
E. Mason, to Corporal; Private Louis E. 
Dracut, to Corporal; Pfc. Walter F. Cos- 
tello, to Corporal; Private Charles O. 
Clark, to Corporal; Privaite John B. 
Hinckley, Jr., to Corporal; Private 
Arthur F. Johnson, to Corporal; and Pri- 
vates Peter J. Kazlaukas, Carl F. Doran, 
Frank A. Metz, Jr., Bronis L. Kontrim, 
Albert Parolski to Privates First Class. 


DETROIT DOPE 
By Rex 


The 306th Company of the 24th Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve has greatly increased 
its interest in rifle markmanship in the 
past year. This has been due largely to 
the fact that two trophies that were 
held by the Third Battalion, Michigan 
Naval Force for over twenty-five years, 
have been open to competition by all 
Naval and Marine Reserves. 

These trophies are: 

1. The Galley Practice Trophy. For 
Company or Division teams of five 
men, four high to count. 

Course: Ten shots prone, ten shots 
sitting, fifty feet, National Rifle 
Association targets. 

2. The Hugh Connolly and _ Son 
Trophy. An individual match. Ten 
shots each prone, sitting, kneeling 
and standing. National Rifle Asso- 
ciation targets. 

The team match was fired on April 8, 
and was won by this company with a 
score of 743 x 800; second place going 
to the Tenth Division. The team con- 
sisted of Gunnery Sergeant Sauls, Cor- 
porals Coates, Hamilton and Fouchey 
and Private First Class Alfrich. 

On the night of April 22, thirty-two 
men fired for the Hugh Connolly and Son 
Trophy. This match was won by Gun- 
nery Sergeant Reginald G. Sauls with a 
score of 375 x 400. Corporal C. E. 
Coates was second with 366 x 400. 

Firing for the Edwin Denby Cup will 
be completed in June. 
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SHORTY RIDES THE 
DEVIL HORSE 


(Continued from page 11) 


gun-holster. “Yeah? Well, 
we waiting for?” 

Shorty seized pal’s_ wrist. 
“Listen!” he urged in a whisper, “don’t 
start anything in here. Moran’s prob- 
ably got a dozen paid gunmen in this 
room. ... We wouldn’t have a ghost of 
a chance.” 

Gorman shrugged disdainfully. “No? 
Well, what do yuh wantta do—what we 
been chasing him for? Fun?” 

“Just have a little patience,” Shorty 
urged. “Let’s mix in with the crowd 
and see who’s here before we start any- 
thing. Moran won’t suspect who we are. 
He’s never seen me except in uniform, 
an’ only once or twice at that.” 

But to Holt’s disgust, the blustering 
gambler had already recognized him, and 
accompanied by two mean-faced gunmen, 
he stalked toward the two Marines. One 
big hand resting on the table, he focused 
his bloodshot eyes upon Shorty. 

“So yuh think I killed yuhr dad, an’ 
stole that calico stallion, do yuh?” he 
taunted insolently. “I wantta tell yuh 
somethin’ young fella. I don’t stand fer 
anybody goin’ ’round behind my back an’ 
lyin’ about me. Git that?” 

Shorty leaped to his feet, his five-feet 
three of solid bone and muscle quivering 
with rage. With jaws squared, and chin 
stuck out he advanced closer to the im- 
pudent Moran. 

“I don’t have to tell any lies about 
you, you yeller pole cat!” he cried. “Un- 
fortunately for you, Mr. Squint Eye, my 
dad wasn’t dead when I got there. 

He told me with his own lips that you 
shot him 

An ominous silence suddenly came 
over the crowded room; the kind of 
silence that always preceded bullets and 
death in that gunman’s retreat. ‘ 

Moran’s evil eyes blinked as though his 
face had been unexpectedly slapped. The 
blood drained from his big, broad face, 
then came back with a purple rush, while 
his right hand darted toward his gun- 
holster. “By Gawd, I'll teach yuh to 
insult me!” he snarled. 

Squint-Eye Moran was noted as a gun- 
man. He was lightning on the draw, but 
he hadn’t reckoned on the deadly pre- 
cision of a Marine’s fist, when that fist 
has been trained by weary weeks and 
months of persistent work with punch- 
bags and human targets. 

The heavy .45 six-shooter was about 
half out of the holster, when Shorty 
Holt’s iron-muscled knuckles shot out and 
upward, backed by all the strength and 
cunning that hatred and youth can put 
into a scientific blow. With a thump 
that sounded clear across the big room, 
fist and chin came together, and Moran’s 
big head snapped backward, the blood 
again drained from the ugly face. 

With a grunt, not unlike that made by 
a calf when hit on the head by an axe, 
the big, hulking frame sagged helplessly 
to the sawdust floor. 
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Surprised by the unexpected onslaught, 
Moran's gunmen for a moment were too 
much frustrated to move. But before 
the disgruntled gambler had reached the 
floor, Shorty and Gorman each had a gun 
leveled and weaving ominously so as to 
cover everybody in the room. 

Shorty’s voice cut the still air of the 
saloon like a knife edge. “Keep yuhr 
hands off from yuhr guns,” he warned 
icily. “I mean business. This damn 
skunk shot my dad in cold blood. I 
oughtta riddle him right now, but I'll 
talk to him first ——” 

A man with a star pinned to his grey 
shirt stepped forward. “Just a minute, 
stranger,” he said cooly and with an air 
of authority. “I’m Sheriff Ringer. I 
happen to know that Mr. Moran wasn’t 
within ten miles of your dad’s hut, th’ 
night he was killed. . . . Now, lower that 
gun, or I'll have to arrest yuh in th’ 
name of th’ Law- ss 

Squint Eye Moran decided it was safe 
to sit up at this time. “Sure,” he gasped 
craftily, as he brushed the sawdust from 
his shirt sleeve, “that’s th’ truth. An’ 
here’s another thing. About that hoss 
yuh say I stole. . I got a bill of sale 
here. ... See, I bought this stallion 
from Jim Holt two days before he was 
shot. Here’s his signature.” 

Shorty Holt took the paper thrust in 
his hand. It looked all right at first 
glance, although he knew in his own 
mind that the sheriff was lying in order 
to cover up the crooked gambler. He 
looked closer at the fake document, and 
a gleam came to his angry eyes. He re- 
membered his father never was known to 
dot - “I.” or cross a “T.” Without a 
word, he handed the bill of sale back to 
Moran, seized Gorman’s hand, and left 
the saloon. 

Safely back in the little cabin, with the 
door shut and bolted, Shorty dared to 
talk. “It’s a yellow frame-up, Big Boy,” 
he said tensely. “That bill of sale wasn’t 
signed by dad oa 

“Huh?” Gorman ejaculated. “Yuh 
knew that sheriff an’ that pole cat of a 
Moran was bluffin’, an’ you let them get 
away with it? Say, for cripes’ sake, 
what’s come over you, anyhow?” 

Lieutenant Holt threw himself into a 
chair and lighted a cigarette. I’m not 
itching to die ...not just yet,” he 
mused absently. “We won't have a 
chance to get that scoundrel except we 
use our beans. Didn't you see how even 
the sheriff was on Moran’s side?” 

Gorman scowled. “Sheriff be damned! 
We had th’ crowd covered; why didn’t we 
shoot up that Moran while we had the 
chance?” 

Shorty puffed excitedly. “No, it won't 
do for us to get arrested by that sheriff; 
they’d hear about it at headquarters, 
then there'd be hell to pay... . But, 
listen, Big Boy, I heard some news while 
I was in the Blue Ram. There’s going 
to be a rodeo here at the Gulch tomorrow, 
and they say Moran has entered the 
calico stallion. He’s named him ‘Devil 
Horse,’ and calls him the ‘unridden stal- 
lion’ 

Gorman snorted disgustedly. “Yeah? 
Well, I may be thick, but I can’t quite 
see what difference it makes to you an’ 
me what he calls the horse, or what he 
does with him now - 

For the first time since his father’s 
death, Shorty smiled in his old-time man- 
ner. “No? You wait till Moran begins 
to bet heavy on that unridden stallion of 
his—I’m going to give him a surprise— 
unless Scrub has forgotten me.” 
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Needless to state, Shorty Holt didn’t 
sleep any too good that night. 

At break of day, he routed his com- 
panion out from under the blankets, and 
after a hurried breakfast, the two Ma- 
rines sauntered down the dusty street, 
Coyote Gulch was in holiday attire. Even 
this early, the main thoroughfare was 
crowded with cowboys, miners, gamblers, 
tinhorns and properous ranchers, all as- 
sembling for a good time at the annual 
rodeo. 

Shorty stopped at the entrance to the 
Blue Ram. “I got a little business in 
here for a minute, Big Boy,” he told his 
companion “Wait for me.” 

In a few moments, the lieutenant re- 
turned, his hand clutching a roll of 
greenbacks. “I exchanged some of dad's 
gold dust for this wad,” he explained. 
“Found it in the stove oven this morn- 
ing —— 

Gorman glanced furtively across the 
street. “Yeah, but listen, Shorty, 
Squint-Eye Moran is too wise to let you 
ride that stallion. Your money won't do 
yuh a bit of good.” 

Holt grinned, then looked cautiously 
over his shoulder. “I thought of that,” 
he whispered. “Come on back to the 
-abin a minute.” 

Once inside the little shack with the 
door shut tight, Shorty pulled a small 
paper-wrapped package from a _ pocket. 
A long black mustache, a grey one, and a 
heavy black beard came to view. Shorty 
laughed as he saw the look of surprise 
on his companion’s face. 

“I borrowed them of a fellow I know,” 
he explained. “Guess he’s a second-story 
worker, or something. Dad did him a 
favor once.” 

When the two Leathernecks emerged 
from the cabin again, their own mothers 
would have failed to recognize them. 
Gorman looked about 20 years older with 
his heavy grey mustaches, while Shorty 
took the part of a typical Mexican with 
Spanish blood, in his long black mus- 
taches, and close trimmed beard. 

“Buenos Dios, senor,” he exclaimed as 
he clapped a hand to Gorman’s shoulder. 
“Que quire?” 

“Go to th’ devil!” the tall lieutenant 
rumbled. 

A little farther down the roadway, the 
two disguised Marines stopped and 
peered at a poster on a crude boardfence. 
It read: 


DEVIL HORSE, unridden 
calico stallion. $500 reward to the 
man who sticks on his back for 3 
minutes. Easy money for someone. 


Time passed slowly for the expectant 
Marines. They mixed with the crowd 
and impatiently watched the various con- 
tests. Finally about noon, a man with a 
megaphone announced the big contest of 
the day, and Shorty watched the red- 
faced Moran, as the big gambler circu- 
lated amongst the onlookers and taunted 
them. 

“Who wants to make some easy money 
on the unridden stallion?” he shouted. 
“I'll cover three to one, that the first 
man who tries it don’t stick a full 
minute 

Several small bets were made, and the 
calico was mounted by a cowboy. Shorty 
watched narrowly as the blind was taken 
off the uneasy brute, and with a snort, 
a clatter of steel hoofs, the angry stal- 
lion swept down the dusty trail. 

Suddenly the wily animal started to 
buck, and the rider was hurled headlong, 
while a shout went up from the disap- 
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pointed throng Moran collected hi 
quickly gained money, and with a con 
fident grin, began taunting the by 
standers again. This time he offered 
more bait. 

“Five to one, boys,” he cried. “Think 
of it, you only risk one lousy dollar, an’ 
I put up a five-spot against it. Maylh« 
the next feller will stick. Who has guts 
enough to take a chance?” 

Shorty’s eyes glinted as he saw a sma! 
crowd around the judge who held the 
stakes on each bet. Again the man with 
a megaphone announced. “A well-known 
rider is goin’ to try the unridden calico 
...dack Hilton ... never been 
thrown yet. Watch him ride!” 

Shorty and Gorman glued their eyes 
upon the starting chute. Would the stal 
lion lose out this time? A clatter of 
hoofs, a cloud of dust, and once more th« 
homely stallion leaped away from his 
tormentors. This time, Scrub only went 
a few yards, when he suddenly stopped 
With a bone-wracking leap he vent into 
the air, and came down in a shapeless 
twist. Before the rider could recover 
from the side-long plunge, the crafty 
— was on his side and attempting to 
roll. 

A shout went up from the pleased on 
lookers as Hilton kicked free from the 
stirrups But Moran yelled at the judge: 
“He’s licked; he left th’ hoss!” 

Yells of dissatisfaction filled the air, 
but the judge decided in favor of Moran, 
and paid him his money once more. 

Again the confident Moran was taunt 
ing the crowd. Twice his horse had won, 
and already his pockets were bulging 
with greenbacks. But apparently he 
realized the crowd was in no mood to 
bite again; he’d have to use better bait. 

“Listen, you cheap skates,” he yelled. 
“T’ll give yuh a chance to clean up real 
money this time. I’ll bet ten to one that 
the next man doesn’t stick three minutes. 
Think of it—ten dollars to one 

black-bearded man _ touched the 
Judge’s sleeve, as he held out a bunch of 
greenbacks in one muscular hand. “Como 
estas, senor,” he said blandly. “I theenk 
I ride that hoss; that ees, eef the beeg 
Americano reesk ten to one, huh?” 

Moran whirled as he glimpsed the 
black-whispered man handing a roll to 
the judge. His bloodshot eyes sized up 
the reckless “Mexican,” then he burst 
into a loud laugh. 

“Shore thing, Mr. Greaser,” he 
chuckled. “How many pesos yuh wantta 
put up?” 

The black-bearded man met the im- 
pudent eyes of the gambler for a second. 
“I reesk one thousand dollars in Ameri- 
cano money,” he purred carelessly. “lI 
theenk I ride that hoss for three-four 
minutes, senor.” 

A surprised look flashed over Moran's 
broad face, but he quickly recovered 
“Shore thing,” he blustered as he reached 
to a pocket. “I figure I got jist about 
enough to cover that.” Leisurely he 
counted out $10,000 and placed the bank- 
notes in the judge’s hand. 

The disguised Marine realized that 
many curious eyes were upon him, as he 
made his way to the starting chute where 
three men were holding the blind-folded 
stallion. Some looked admiringly, as 
they heard of the reckless bet, but most 
shook their heads. Moran was bound to 
clean up the crowd. 

As the stallion heard Shorty’s ap- 
proaching footsteps, he began to plunge 
and snort, but Holt didn’t dare to dis- 
close his identity. Not yet. Avoiding 
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the steel-shod hoofs which were kicking 
out viciously, he at once began loosening 
the saddle girths. In a moment he had 
flung the heavy saddle to the ground. 

“What th’ hell,” one man exclaimed. 
“Th’ damn fool is goin’ to ride bareback. 
Must wantta git killed!” 

Then Moran came_ storming’ up. 
“What’s goin’ on here?” he demanded. 
“Yuh can’t do that; yuh gotta ride with 
a saddle or not at all!” 

A blank look came to the _ black- 
whiskered man’s face as he turned to the 
starting judge. “What say, senor? Ees 
eet necessary for saddle?” 

The judge shook his head. “Shore 
ain’t,” he admitted, “but yuhr a damn’ 
fool t’ ride that way _ 

The next moment, Shorty had vaulted 
to the cringing back. The sullen helpers 
released the bridle, and twiched off the 
blind. Devil Horse hesitated a second, 
as though expecting something, and Holt 
leaned forward to the sweating neck. 
One word he knew would be sufficient. 

“Scrub!” he coaxed in a low, even n tone. 
“It’s me, Scrub. Remember, ol’ boy 

Instantly the homely head turned in 
glad surprise. Flattened ears flipped 
eagerly forward, while a big, liquid eye 
focused upon the rider, and a faint nicker 
escaped from the quivering lips. 

“Tt’s all right, Scrub,” Shorty assured 
the pleased animal. “Now we'll take a 
little spin; just you an’ me 

As the stallion bounded down the trail, 
and settled into an easy lope, shouts and 
cheers surged into the afternoon air. 
Nobody liked the blustering Moran. 
Many had lost their hard-earned savings 
through this slick scoundrel’s trickery, 
and here was a man who was too much 
for him; he’d beaten the shyster at his 
own game. 

But Holt realized that his struggle to 
get Scrub back had just begun. That 
crafty gambler wouldn’t give up that 
huge sum of money without a fight... . 
Shorty let the stallion have his head for 
a mile, or so, then wheeled and pointed 
back for the judge’s stand. 

As the stallion single footed through 
the yelling crowd that lined the trail, 
Shorty acknowledged the cheers with up- 
lifted sombrero. He slid from the horse 
near the judge’s stand, and spied Gor- 
man’s tall, grey-mustached form stand- 
ing nearby. 

When the noise had died down, the 
judge beckoned to the bewhispered vic- 
tor. “All right, stranger,” he said ad- 
miringly. “Here’s yuhr money; $500 as 
advertised, $10,000 that Moran put up, 
an’ th’ thousand yuh planked down... . 
Dunno how yuh tamed that hoss, but yuh 
shore did it 

Just then, the big, hulking form of 
gambler-Moran pushed angrily through 
the crowd; his little bloodshot eyes were 
snapping with rage, while his broad face 
was purple and twitching with fury. 

“Hold back that money, judge!” he 
shouted. “He ain’t goin’ to git away 
with any such trick as that. He was 
s’posed to ride with a saddle, same as the 
others did!” 

_“Just a minute, judge,” the victorious 
rider cut in grimly. With a quick mo- 
tion, he snatched off the false beard, and 
the long black mustaches. “This horse 
was stolen from me by Moran; that per- 
haps explains how I rode him so easily. 
But I got something I pulled out from 
under the saddle blanket, when I stripped 
off the saddle. ... Moran is such a 
stickler for regulations, I’m asking you, 
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judge, is it regular to fasten a piece of 
thorn-bush under a saddle?” 

An ominous silence came over the as- 
sembled onlookers, as the judge gingerly 
examined the blood-smeared thorns. A 
glint came to his trained grey eyes as he 
glared at the disgusted gambler. “My 
Gawd, Moran,” he blurted, “are yuh as 
low down as that?” 

Squint Eye Moran realized by this 
time that he’d lost everything, and now 
when too late he recognized the man who 
had tricked him. With a furtive signal 
to one of his men who stood nearby, he 
slashed for his shoulder-holster. 

Shorty had been standing with one 
hand on the stallion’s neck, for the half- 
wild animal was ugly and nervous when 
strangers were around. 

He had glimpsed his pal, still in dis- 
guise and a few yards distant, and knew 
that he would have help if he needed it. 
But this was his fight, and he’d get 
Moran alone! 

Like a flash, Shorty vaulted to the 
stallion’s back. With a jerk on the 
bridle rein, and a knee-signal to the 
animal’s shoulder, he steered the rear- 
ing brute straight at the blustering 
gambler. He knew how the horse must 
hate his new master and banked on it. 

“At him, Scrub!” he ordered hoarsely. 

Like a living cyclone, the trained stal- 
lion hurled himself sideways. Ears flat, 
teeth bared, and eyes blazing he raised 
his deadly forefeet and with a vicious, 
smashing thrust, crushed the hated 
human who had so fiendishly tormented 
him flat to the sun-baked earth. 

Moran’s gun was discharged as he 
fell, but the bullet went harmlessly into 
the atmosphere. Another gun crashed, 
and Shorty felt a dull pain in his left 
arm. His own weapon was spurting 
lead by this time, and with a curse one 
of Moran’s gunmen sagged to the ground. 
Still another gun stabbed into the dry 
Arizona air, and Shorty smiled grimly 
as he glimpsed Gorman holding his auto- 
matic over a prostrate gangster. He 
knew the fight was over... 

Shorty slid from the snorting stallion’s 
back, and hastily pulled the animal away 
from the motionless figure on the ground. 
“You sure did a good job, Scrub,” he said 
soberly. “Let him alone now, he’s done 
for.” 

The Devil Horse nickered faintly, then 
lowered his ugly head, and rolled his eyes 
at his silent enemy. 
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their bayonets pointed menacingly to- 
ward my belly. Another hurried out to 
get the officer of the guard. 

This time I really weakened. I found 
it necessary to sit down on one of the 
stools, with my back against a bed. But, 
hopeless as the prospects appeared to be, 
I resolved to play the game to the very 
end, no matter what happened. I even 
managed to muster what may have 
passed off as an amused smile and I felt 
that, had I been suddenly confronted 
with my own father or mother, I would 
have cheerfully denied blood relationship. 


CHAPTER VI 


EVEN sneered derisively as I settled 
back to await further developments. 
But within me there seethed a caldron of 
emotion that I never hope to experience 


Forty-nine 


again. I would not admit of defeat un- 
less I was positively convinced that there 
was no other avenue of escape, nor would 
I throw all caution to the wind lest I 
become the subject of a beating beyond 
all description at the hands of the en- 
raged poilus. This much their attitude 
had revealed to me: They would not 
hesitate to resort to physical violence in 
an effort to retaliate for the jeopardy I 
had been about to place them in, Though 
I could not blame them at heart, never- 
theless I had no desire to be witness to 
a terrific drubbing, with me as the un- 
enthusiastic recipient. One of the men, 
walking towards the door near which I 
sat, collided quite violently with my 
shoulder whereupon I slipped off the 
stool. In what can easily be described as 
one half shake of a lamb’s tail I was 
back on my feet and had squared off for 
what promised to turn into a general, 
though one-sided melee, but my friend 
interfered and I was inwardly thankful 
for this levelheaded act. When I turned 
to him to apologize for my outburst of 
temper I was really sincere. No one 
knew better than I that only cool, clear 
thinking and a reasonable amount of 
amiability were essential to pull me out 
of this mess. Moreover the corporal, 
plainly the only one in favor of a square 
deal, cautioned his men against provo- 
cations, pointing out that, after all, the 
insignia of a non-commissioned officer on 
my sleeves, was something to contend 
with. 

The door opened and at the command, 

“Attention, Monsieur le Lieutenant,” I stood 
at attention with the others, going them 
one better by giving a military salute 
worthy of any well-trained Tommy At- 
kins. He walked slowly and _ with 
measured tread, seeming to formulate in 
his mind the questions he was about to 
ask me. His calm demeanor, his friendly 
gesture with which he returned my 
salute, his dignified bearing, were a wel- 
come tonic to my tingling nerves. Re- 
member, you who read this: I was the 
hunted animal at bay, facing a world of 
hostility and men only too eager to send 
me back whence I came; they stood noth- 
ing to lose but much to gain. After all, 
young as I was then, I was a soldier still 
even though I wore the uniform of a 
country at war with my own fatherland. 
I owed apologies to no one save myself. 
Nor had I besmirched my conscience and 
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I congratulated the corporal for suggest- 
ing that I understood French quite well. 
However, it appeared to disturb the Lieu- 
tenant considerably and, for the first 
time, he seemed quite suspicious. To his 
question as to where I had learned 
French I retorted thoughtlessly: “And 
where did Monsieur le Lieutenant learn to 
speak English?”, which I immediately 
recognized as a rather ill-chosen attempt 
MAX “COCKY” GORDON at bravado, and the expression which for 

an instant played upon his face con- 
vinced me that I had committed blunder 
number two. 

Those standing nearest me at frequent 
intervals had permitted themselves to 
direct a stinging question to me every 
now and then, and for the most part I 
had ignored them as I felt the need for 
some show of dignity, however weak. 
Inwardly, I was boiling and would have 
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honor by escaping from my captors for 
we had not been placed under oath neve 
again to bear arms against the allied 
armies. My heart revolted at the thought 
of being at the mercy of a handful of 
rowdies. Being a soldier, you find it 
quite below your code of honor to submit 
to unfair fighting tactics. Though I had 
found it necessary to lie, and steal, and 
resort to subterfuge in an effort to gain 
my point, so far I realized I had accom- 
plished something which, in justice to the 
difficulties I had been through, could per- 
haps never be expected from any of the 
young recruits that now threatened me. 
Again, being a soldier, you mean to sell 
your life dearly, come what may. 

The officer may have been about forty. 
He began slowly and _hesitatingly: 
“What-are-you-doing-here?” I noticed 
at once that he was a beginner in Eng- 
lish, or else he was a damned good actor. 
Immediately I sought to impress him 
with a rapid of linguistic potpourri that 
included every expletive, polite or im- 
polite, of German, French and English 
I had ever learned, at the same time 
wildly gesticulating with my swagger- 
stick, pointing now at his men, then at 
the corporal, again at the stripes upon 
my sleeves. This lasted for about a 
minute whereupon I stopped with a con- 
vincing “Don’t you see?”, it being the 
nearest equivalent to our German “\ 
Wahr?’, and about the only other English 
phrase I knew at that time. 

This outburst of—well, call: it what 
you will for I am sure it wasn’t elo 
quence in the full sense of Webster's dic- 
tionary—produced the desired effect. 
Vonsieur it shrugged his shoul 
ders helplessly and an honest man could 
have blushed watching him trying to 
make heads or tails out of what I had 
said. He shook his head and I believe 
that he was about to tell me that he had 
been unable to understand me, when I 


started off once more. This time I em 
ployed slightly different tactics. 

With my eyes very nearly popping out 
of my head I stared straight at his and, 
if I know anything about psychology, I 
believe this was the reason why his gaze 
suddenly went to the floor, while I re- 
sumed my tirade. Any one even re 
motely familiar with the English lan- 
guage would immediately have suspected 
me of being a member of the fraternity 
known in polite circles as nuts; not the 
edible kind. 

Every time I noticed he was about to 
reply, I resumed the rapid flow of this 
strange lingo, and my gestures became 
even more expressive, if that was pos- 
sible. I could not afford to let him get 
started even for I was enough soldier 
to know that I would commit an almost 
unpardonable error to continue speaking 
after he had begun. As it was, for the 
first time in my life I felt the imperative 
need of not allowing any one to get in a 
word, even edgewise. 

Of course, he finally gave up in despair 
and then, I realized to my dismay, he 
became the officer, the gentleman, the 
silent interrogator. 

He seemed to regret having allowed 
me the prerogative of being the accuser, 
rather than the accused. Possibly this 
may have been the result of the audible 
mutterings of his men, “des papiers, d. 

thrown in very much in the 
nature of a remark by the disinterested, 
but not wholly neutral, bystander. On 
the other hand, I now began to regret 
having given free rein to my earlier, 
exaggerated burst of excitement. How 
much more difficult, I found time to 
muse, it is to hypnotize a high strung, 
nervous individual, than a silent, ag- 
gressively intelligent man! 

I welcomed his question as to my 
identification papers while his slightly 
contemptuous gaze continued. Inwardly, 


mentioned some names, dates and loca- 
tions, for suddenly he jumped forward 
and, fairly touching me with a pudgy 
forefinger, yelled in my face in excellent 
German: “You are a German. An 
escaped German prisoner, and a few 
days ago we received a report to that 
effect!” 

Even more excited than he, I retorted 
in equally fluent German: “Du bist 

ruckt.”” (you are crazy!) The man 
turned to his officer triumphantly and 
smirkingly: He even speaks German, 
Monsieur Lieutenant! In reply to the 
latter’s question, I remarked that I had 
picked up a few phrases while escorting 
German prisoners to the rear, and that 
at one time I had lived near a German 
family, back home in England. 

The expression on the face of the of- 
ficer showed that there was still some 
doubt in his mind as to my identity and 
he now insisted on seeing my leave-slip, 
or any other documentary evidence I 
might have in my possession. He even 
went as far as reaching for the breast 
pocket of my tunic but upon this I 
stepped back with what I believed to be 
a demonstration of resentment. I even 
felt the blood mounting to my cheeks as 
I yelled: “I am not a prisoner of war, 
and must ask you to use politer methods 
of interrogation towards a member of 
the British Army while the Boche threat- 
ened a break-through in Northern 
France.” 

The point of my swaggerstick came 
dangerously close.to his nose. This, I 
realized too late, was really uncalled for, 
and resulted in a sharp command from 
the officer: Bayo) At once there were 
two soldiers in full uniform, one on 
either side, awaiting further orders. 

I tried one more lie: “Night before 
last, I was terribly drunk, and all my 
papers and money were stolen from me 
in some dive, the location of which I 
cannot remember. This is the reason I 
came here to sleep over night, and to- 
morrow morning I will return to my 
organization.” 

This really appeared to be the most 
plausible of all my excuses and with 
what almost amounted to an apology, the 
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Lieutenant remarked: “I regret the 
necessity of having to detain you here 
overnight, to allow us to make identifi- 
cation. In the morning, when all is 
settled, I shall be glad to release you.” 

This gave me another opening for a 
statement, and it had a telling effect: 
“Very well. It will probably be neces- 
sary for Monsieur le Lieutenant to explain 
to my commandant why I was detained 
here like a criminal, with nothing worse 
to my credit than having been simple- 
minded enough to ask a member of our 
Allied armies for a night’s lodgings.” 

I had learned enough that night about 
psychology to say, with almost definite 
assurance, that he was about to let me 
*o but something seemed to have decid. 
him against that move. As we turned 
towards the door, my glance fell upon 
the telephone on a near-by table. Point- 
ing to it, I asked permission to use it, 
to call my superior officer. But the 
officer said: “C'est trop tard pour tele- 
nhoner,” (it is too late to telephone now). 
If permitted to use it, it would have been 
easy for me to call some fictitious num- 
ber and started off with another tirade, 
hoping and trusting my good fortune 
that honest-to-goodness’ Britisher 
would answer. 

It was about 12:00 o’clock that night 
when I was brought to a cell. The sol- 
diers seemed greatly disappointed either 
at having lost out on the spectacle of 
seeing an imposter in English uniform 
exposed, or else the opportunity at re- 
lieving the deadly monotony of daily 
guard duty with a beautiful if one-sided 
fracas. I gained the impression that the 
latter was the case when at the door of 
my cell I was administered a kick en- 
ergetic enough to remind me of a young 
mule. 

I had sat down on the bunk in a semi- 
stupor and about half an hour later the 
keys rattled in the door and in came two 
officers, the lieutenant and a captain. 
To all appearances the latter had been 
ealled in hurriedly for the danger of 
almost international complications loomed 
as too great a responsibility for one 
man to bear. 

As for myself, I was convinced that 
nothing but complete and uncomplaining 
submission to the remaining course of 
the investigation would leave me a 
chance. Accordingly, I hastily removed 
my tunic and turned the pockets inside 
out. Two bars of chocolate in my haver- 
sack were broken open, and then re- 
turned to me. The little card was taken 
from me with evident satisfaction. More- 
over, I had with me a goodly number of 
snapshots from my parents in Germany. 
Fortunately, nothing had been written 
on their backs, as is customary—a fact 
which I had deplored at the time but 
which I now duly appreciated. These, 
too, were scrutinized one after the other. 

I breathed slowly and serenely but 
held my breath every time they held a 
snap up to the light. Could I have been 
mistaken after all? Might it not be pos- 
sible that I overlooked some light re- 
mark, written in German? Luckily, I 
had sent a photograph of myself and 
comrades, taken at the prigon camp 
shortly before I escaped, back home to 
Germany. 

Great God!!! The officers saw, and I 
remembered at the same time: The 
photos had been encased in an envelope 
I had received from home several months 
earlier. They moved closer to the light. 
In the bold, clear handwriting of my 
father, there was my address! Oh, yes, 
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Frankreich.” 
it read. 

At sight of it, the officers looked first 
at one another, then at me. The younger 
showed a happy smile and nodded vigor- 
ously in the affirmative as his superior 
snarled: “C'est Boche....So you are 
a Boche, after all, eh?” Again he gazed 
at the missive, pointing out with a pencil 
every word, every bit of incriminating 
evidence that now appeared to seal my 
doom. It was difficult for me to free 
myself of the paralyzing fear that had 
gripped me. But I must remain cool. 
I must not shrink back with a guilty 
conscience that might now, more than 
ever, betray me. 

“Do you still deny that you are an 
escaped German prisoner? Do you still 
insist on lying to us?” 

Though I was outwardly calm and 
composed, the words stung me as with a 
whip. But my face did not change. For 
a second I hesitated and then a slow 
grin of recognition spread over my face 
as I replied, carefully weighing each 
word: 

“Early this spring I was on guard 
duty at a German prison camp at Le 
Havre, and this envelop I received from 
a Boche by that name. I have always 
collected stamps and such things and I 
wanted to send this home, but for some 
reason failed to do so.” 

All this I explained in French. Of 
course I knew now that the suspicion as 
to my being a German had been ma- 
terially strengthened. At any rate, such 
could have been deduced from the method 
of interrogation. After I had been or- 
dered to remove my shoes, which they 
likewise carefully scrutinized, the officers 
evidently thought that they had gleaned 
all the information possible, and with- 
drew. 

The door was heavily barred, a fact 
of which I soon convinced myself, and 
moreover I found a guard pacing up and 
down the corridor who peeked through 
a little sliding door every time I made 
a noise. I was certain that the officers 


were convinced of my identity. All that 
was necessary to put the final touches to 
a perfect catch was a telegram to nearby 
prison camps, or, first of all, to the one 
found on the envelop, and the job would 
have been complete. Under these con- 
ditions I considered it absurd further to 
entertain hopes of a successful escape. 

I sat on the bunk, in low spirits, and 
cursed the luck that had brought me in 
contact with the French corporal. What 
would my comrades say if they saw me 
brought back in irons? Especially those 
who never would agree with me that I 
would be able to carry out my plans? 
But now that things had happened, wor- 
rying would only serve to aggravate my 
predicament and with this thought in 
mind, I tried to sleep. 

It was impossible. The cool and cock- 
sure Britisher I had been until half an 
hour ago kept returning to my mind. If 
an English officer had stepped into my 
cell that night I would not have hesi- 
tated to place myself under his protec- 
tion for I knew that on the morrow, after 
everything had become known among the 
Frenchmen, I stood a fair chance of be- 
ing removed to a cemetery, instead of 
back to the camp after they had finished 
with me. 

Much could be said as to the effect 
of autosuggestion once a man really tries 
to apply it. Suffice it to say that soon 
my body and mind had surrendered to a 
restful sleep which restored in me more 
power and confidence than all the opiates 
I could have been administered in a life- 
time of hospital cures. 


CHAPTER VII 


AWN broke bright and early. All 


dawns do. But to me it brought an 
awakening from a _ beautiful sleep in 
which I had dreamed of my return home 
to find everyone having prepared a wel- 
come. It was a little chilly but I felt 
fresh, and the first frantic draughts on a 
cigaret butt I had found in the cell al- 
most strengthened me. As I had done 
for a number of years past, I went 
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through a rigid morning exercise that 
brought the guard running to the peep 
hole in the cell door where I greeted him 
with a bright “Good Morning!” My 
appetite was beginning to make itself felt 
and with this a few pangs of apprehen- 
sion returned. I fought valiantly to avoid 
the “I-told-you-so” expression and smiles 
I repeatedly saw before my eyes, and 
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I shivered with cold every time the tele- 
phone rang in the guard house nearby. 

For the time being I was really re- 
signed to my fate and made plans to 
take my disappointment with the sto- 
icism I had witnessed in some of my 
comrades. In effect, I felt very like the 
man who is about to take a long journey, 
and does not rest until he is fully dressed 
and aboard the train that takes him 
away. 

“For Christ’s sake!” This curse I 
pronounced with the fluency and feeling 
of which only soldiers, especially cock- 
ney’s, are capable, and again the guard 
returned. I had found they had removed 
my shoes during the night, also my 
trouser suspenders, and I berated the 
poilu with genuine anger. To this he 
replied with some embarassment and 
apologetically. My outburst of temper, 
I noted with some satisfaction, showed 
me the ease with which a person can 
assume a dual personality. For days 
before, I had repeated to myself over and 
over again: I am an Englishman, I am 
an Englishman. Now I was beginning 
to feel like one, once more, and the old 
subbornness which had so often brought 
luck and disadvantages into my life, 
came to the fore. In this case I had an 
idea, deep down in my heart, that my 
luck had not entirely forsaken me and, 
for about the fifteenth time during the 
past twenty-four hours, I resolved to 
play the game to the very end. It had 
now become a habit with me to whisper 
to myself, when everything seemed to 
go wrong, “You are not yet lost; wait 
for the next move of your captors, and 
arrange yours accordingly.” 

I banged furiously against the cell 
door. Upon the excited question “Qu’est- 
e qu'il y a?” (What’s the matter?) I an- 
swered, half English, half French, that 
I wanted something to eat and, that, 
therefore, I wanted my shoes. It wasn’t 
long before the poilu brought me an an- 
cient pair of sabots which I refused with 
dignity. I threatened with complaints 
and international complications, and in- 
sisted on being furnished with my own 
pair of shoes, that, moreover, I wanted 
to see the officer. The noise I made 
evidently embarrassed them and my 
“dogs” were returned to me in a hurry. 
To all appearances some one had sneaked 
in during the night and taken possession 
of them while I slept soundly. The man 
who had taken my suspenders had gone 
out that morning and I was satisfied with 
a belt that someone handed me. 

The door closed again, and I felt much 
easier. I wound my leggings neatly and 
on being fully dressed was justly proud 
of my smartly fitting uniform. Break- 
fast was slow in coming and I hastily 
devoured my remaining chocolate. 
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About eight o’clock the door opened 
once more and admitted a German pris- 
oner, accompanied by a Frenchman. He 
brought black coffee and a few slices of 
bread that looked disturbingly as if it 
had been born some years ago. With my 
finger pointing angrily upon the stuff, 
I glared at the guard and hissed: “I 
never had black coffee and black bread 
in the English army!” Of course, he did 
not understand my English and I there- 
fore explained it in French whereupon 
the German prisoner quickly threw: 
“Ich bringe dir Weissbrot, Kamerad,” (Tl 
bring you some white bread). At this 
I pretended to be annoyed and said that 
I did not understand German. A some- 
what disappointed glance of the prisoner 
met my eye and the guard with gallic 
shrugs repeated, “Oficier, oficier,’” as if 
that individual were responsible for all 
that had happened to me before. I drank 
the coffee and then asked the soldier to 
escort me out to the yard where I hoped 
would be some washing facilities. 

The sun sent her burning rays upon 
the earth as I stood, half undressed, at 
an enormous trough where two horses 
eyed me sadly as the foam of my soap 
interrupted their thirst-slaking rendez- 
vous. The coolness of the water re- 
freshed me, and I was not at all startled 
when some men called at me in German 
from behind the wire fence in the rear. 
I turned casually during the towel-dry- 
ing process and beheld a great number 
of comrades staring at me in wonder- 
ment. For reasons readily understood, | 
looked dumb as they continued to address 
me in German and it was not long be- 
fore they were rounded up to march out 
of the camp, to all appearances to some 
work place nearby. I utilized the oppor- 
tunity to study my surroundings. I 
found that I was outside the wire en- 
closure of the camp, that is, in that part 
of the compound which was occupied by 
the guard detail. 

It was soon midday, and my stomach 
protested violently. I had eaten all the 
chocolate long before. Now I was really 
hungry. In vain I hoped for the tele- 
phone to ring, or for permission to use 
it which I had been unable to obtain the 
night before, in view of the lateness of 
the hour. But, I figured, they literally 
had “my number,” as found on the envel- 
ope, and so I pondered over this with 
growing satisfaction. If they knew the 
location of the camp; had even my num- 
ber, it was plain that answer should 
have come from the camp long before. 

The dinner which finally arrived—a 
strange goulash with little chunks of 
meat that were few and far between- 
found me in a state of almost happy an- 
ticipation. I was so hungry I did not 
even bother to use the spoon. After this, 
I stretched out for a catnap, and in this 
had a strange dream. I dreamed that I 
had literally wrecked the cell with every- 
thing in it and as I woke up, wet with 
perspiration, I was genuinely angry. I 
remembered that in that dream I had 
spoken to the officer, and demanded in 
loud tones that I be released at once, 
which had been done. 

Without further hesitation, partly be- 
cause I feared that the storm which 
seethed within me would prematurely 
subside, I banged and kicked against the 
door. I shouted at the top of my voice: 
“Damn you bloody cochons. I want to 
get out of here, and get out quick. I 
am an Englishman, damn you, I am an 
Englishman. Bring that officer here!” 
(Continued next month) 
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U. 8S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 
(Continued from page 5) 

Captain Solon C. Kemon, AQM, on reporting of 
his relief detached Depot of Supplies, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to Headquarters Marine Corps. 
Washington, D. C 

Captain James P. Schwerin, detached Nica- 
raguan National Guard Detachment to Dept. of 
the Pacific via the USS ‘“‘Henderson,”’ scheduled 
to sail from Corinto on or about 18 July. 

Ist Lt. Alexander W. Kreiser, detached MB. 
Quantico, Va., to AS. 2nd Brig., Nicaragua, via 
the USS ‘“Henderson,”’ scheduled to sail from 
Quantico, Va.. on or about 6 July. 

lst Lt. John D. O'Leary. on 15 June detached 
MB, NYd, Washington, D. C., to MB, Quantico, 
Va. 

2nd Lt. Harold W. Bauer, detached NA, Anna- 
polis, Md., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. William B. McKean, detached MB, NYd. 
Charleston, S. C., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

ChfMarGnr. Theodore G. Laitsch, detached 
First Brigade, Haiti. to MB, Parris Island, S. C.,. 
via the August trip of the USS “Kittery.” 

ChfMarGnr. Calvin A. Lloyd, detached First 
Brigade. Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va 

ChfPClk. George W. Stahl, detached First 
Brigade, Haiti, to Office of the Assistant Pay- 
master, Phila.. Pa.. via the first available Govern- 
ment conveyance. 


JUNE 8, 1932. 

Major George C. Hamner, orders to MB. Nor- 
folk NYd, Portsmouth. Va.. modified to MB, 
NYd, New York. N. Y. 

Major Paul C. Marmion, AA&I. detailed as an 
Assistant Adjutant and Inspector effective 15 
June. 

Captain William T. Evans, on 15 July detached 
Air Corps Tactical School. Maxwell Field, Ala.. 
to the Command and General Staff School, Fort 
Leavenworth, Kansas 

Captain George W. Spotts. on 18 June detached 
MB, Washington, D. C., to MB. Quantico. Va 

lst Lt. Horace D. Palmer, orders from MB. 
Quantico, Va.. to MB, NYd. Phila., Pa., revoked 

lst Lt. Clifford Prichard, ordered from MB. 
Quantico, Va., to temporary duty with the Nica- 
raguan National Guard Detachment via the USS 

‘Henderson,”” scheduled to sail from Quantico. 
Va., on or about 6 July. 

lst Lt. Clarence H. Yost. ordered from MB. 
Quantico, Va., to temporary duty with the Nica- 
raguan National Guard Detachment via the USS 
‘Henderson,’ scheduled to sail from Quantico. 
Va.. on or about 6 July 

The following named officers have been assigned 
to duty with the Fourth Regiment. Shanghai. 
China: 

Captain Joseph C. Grayson 

Captain Augustus B. Hale. 

Captain Clyde P. Matteson. 

Captain Edgar S. Tuttle. 

2nd Lt. Lewis R. Tyler. 

2nd Lt. Clarence J. O'Donnell. 

The following named officers have been pro- 
moted to the grades indicated 

Lt. Col. William C. Powers. Jr. 

Captain Clinton W. McLeod. 

ist Lt. Con D. Silard 

ist Lt. Ward E. Dickey. 


U. S. MARINE CORPS ENLISTED 
(Continued from page 1) 

Temporary duty from Quantico, Va., to Nica- 
ragua, by air. 

Staff Sergeant Gordon W. Heritage—Temporary 
duty from Quantico, Va., to Nicaragua by air. 

Sergeant W. L. Vick—MB, Quantico, Va., to 
Nicaragua for Electoral Mission duty. 

Corporal George A. Crasper—-West Coast to MB, 
NTS, Great Lakes, Il. 


MAY 23, 1932. 

Sergeant Lerrard D. Carter—-West Coast to MD, 
AL, Peiping, China. 

Sergeant Charles R. Rimes—MB, NOB. Key 
West, Fla., to MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Corporal George L. Robinson—-Nicaragua to 
MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 


MAY 24, 1932 

First Sergeant Joseph A. Bernica—MD. USS 
“Antares,” to Nicaragua for Electoral Mission 
duty. 

First Sergeant William H. Woods—MB. NS. 
New Orleans. La., to Nicaragua for Electoral 
Mission duty. 


MAY 25, 1932 
Corporal Paul B. Cowles—West Coast to MD, 
AL, Peiping, China. 


MAY 26, 1932. 

First Sergeant Frank M. Hanrahan—Haiti to 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

Gunnery Sergeant Sam W. Withers—West Coast 
to MB, Hampton Roads, Va. 

Sergeant F. X. McCloskey—MB, NOB, HRds,. 
Norfolk, Va.. to MB. Parris Island, S. C. 

Corporal Dwight L. Cooley—Nicaragua to MB. 
NYd. Philadelphia, Pa. 


MAY 28, 1932 
Sergeant Roy F. Moran-—-ERD, Philadelphia, 
Pa., to MB, Quantico, Va. 
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MAY 31, 1932. 
Corporal Virgil L. Davish—-MB, Hampton Roads. 
Va.. to MB, NTS. Great Lakes, Ill 


JUNE 1, 1932. 


Sergeant Rene D. Cote—MB, NYd. Boston. 
Mass., to Nicaragua. 

Sergeant Caldwell N. Hunter—MB. Hampton 
Roads, Va., to MB, NOB. Norfolk, Va 

Corporal Arthur C. Davison—West Coast to MB. 
NYd, Philadelphia. Pa. 

Corporal W. W. Gordon—Haiti to MB. Parris 
Island, S. C. 

Corporal Frank Kraemer—MB. NOB. HRds. 
Norfolk. Va., to MB, NAD, St. Julien’s Creek, Va. 
Corporal Clifton C. Willoughby—MB, Quantico. 
Va.. to West Coast. 


JUNE 3, 1932. 


Sergeant Nathan Segal—MD, USS “Fulton” to 
MB, NYd, New York, N. Y 


JUNE 4, 1932. 


First Sergeant Harvey R. King—MB,. Quantico. 
Va., to Haiti. 

Corporal Gaston D. Davis—MB, AS. Quantico. 
Va., to MB, Hampton Roads, Va 


JUNE 6, 1932. 


Corporal John Brudna—-MB. NOB, Pear! Har- 
bor, T. H., to Fourth Regiment. Shanghai. China 

Corporal George A. Waugeht. Jr.—MD, USS 
“Overton” to MB. NYd, New York. N. ¥ 


JUNE 7. 1932. 


Corporal Richard P. Brezinski—West Coast to 
MB. NYd,. Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal George Sauve—West Coast to Fourth 
Regiment. Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Loyde J. Tatton—-West Coast to MB. 
NYd. Philadelphia. Pa. 


JUNE 8, 1932. 


First Sergeant George L. Robinson—MB. Quan- 
tico, Va., to MB, NOB. Pearl Harbor. T 

Sergeant Dorn E. Arnold—MB, NYd. Phila- 
delphia, Pa., to MB. Quantico, Va 

Corporal Adrian J. LaPointe—West Coast to 
Fourth Regiment. Shanghai. China. 


JUNE 9, 1932. 


Sergeant Peter Samborski—MB,. Quantico. Va.. 
to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Philip Lovetere—MB,. Quantico. Va.. 
to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Lorsen A. O. Nelson—MB. Quantico. 
Va., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 


PROMOTIONS 


Lee T. Bowen—to Sergeant 
Major. 
Charles W. Harrmann—to Sergeant Major. 
SUPPLY SERGEANT Walter A. Sira—to Quarter- 
master Sergeant 
GUNNERY SERGEANTS Lawrence S. Dyer—to 
Master Technical Sergeant. 
Glen C. Personius to Master Technical Sergeant. 
SERGEANTS Willis E. Hall—to First Sergeant 
Rudolph Kohs—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
John L. Little—to First Sergeant. 
John Pederson—to Gunnery Sergeant 
Frederick M. Steinhauser—to Gunnery Sergeant 
CORPORALS Harold W. Cameron—to Sergeant 
Paul B. Cowles—to Sergeant. 
Louis Gross—to Sergeant. 
George N. Jorgenson—to Sergeant. 
Wendell P. Kenner—to Sergeant 
Arthur H. Lilly—to Sergeant 
Frank G. Meeker—to Sergeant. 
Donald F. Rubin—to Sergeant 
Thomas H. Simpson—to Sergeant 
Rudolph A. Thompson—to Sergeant. 
PRIVATES FIRST CLASS Louis F. Bello—to 
Corporal 
Lynthol Bevens—to Corporal. 
Russell Brooks—to Corporal. 
James Brown—to Corporal 
John S. Court—to Corporal 
John Davidson—to Corporal 
James P. Dodson—to Corporal. 
George H. Erpelding—to Corporal. 
Frank Fabian—to Corporal 
William C. Fishback—to Corporal 
Raymond H. Frank—to Corporal 
Leonard E. Gifford—to Corporal. 
Antone Giovanini, Jr.—to Corporal 
Charles P. Gray—to Corporal. 
Earl G. Hamilton—to Corporal. 
William LeR. Kiser—to Sergeant 
Francis M. Lynch—to Corporal. 
Ralph W. Lyons—to Corporal. 
Lance T. McBee—to Corporal. 
Frank McClendon—to Corporal. 
Robert J. Moeger—to Corporal. 
Fulton L. Oglesby—to Corporal. 
Richard D. Ramsay—to Corporal. 
James W. Repetosky—to Corporal. 
Charles J. Rose—to Corporal. 
Magnus Sigvaldsen—te Corporal. 
Joseph M. Tucker—to Corporal. 
Lloyd D. Watson—to Corporal. 
Andrew P. Zeher—to Corporal. 
PRIVATES George C. Ashley—to Corporal 
John 8S. Domzalski—to Corporal. 


Fifty-three 


ANNAPOLIS 
GRADUATES 
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Congratulations 


When purchasing your 
insignia and equipments 
insist upon the Hilborn- 
Hamburger eagle trade- 
mark —it stands for 
guaranteed satisfaction, 
long wear and better ap- 
pearance. Thousands of 
Marines will vouch for 
H-H quality products. 
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At your Post Exchange 
or Dealers Everywhere 
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Hilborn-Hamburger, Inc. 


15 East 26th St., 
New York, N. Y. 
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USE 


“DONTMARK” 


WILL NOT 
RUB OFF 


FOR 


WHITE BELTS 


Nothing Takes Its Place 


“Imitated but— 
never duplicated” 


KNOMARK SHOE PRODUCTS CO. 
155 Quincy Street 
BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 


SUTHERLAND 


TRIANGLE :: VIRGINIA 
(Your Authorized 
Chevrolet Dealer) 

Catering Strictly to Officers and 
Men of the Service 
When transferred to or near 
Quantico, you will want a car, or 
up-to-date service. Give us a trial. 
EDDIE SUTHERLAND 
Manager 
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ATTEN---TION! 


Marines travel 
more in one cruise 
than the average 
traveling  sales- 
man travels in a 
lifetime. Totty’s 
Trunks and Bags 
are constructed 
to withstand the 
hard knocks of transport, rickshaw, 
train, or push-cart. They are as 
strong as the average Leatherneck, 
and as stylish as a fashion mart. 


AT ALL POST EXCHANGES 
Specify 


Totty Trunk & Bag Co. 


PETERSBURG, VA. 


ART 
MATERIALS 


National 
7889 


WALTER MORGAN 
COMPANY, INC, 
Everything in the Paint Line 


_Art Materials Sign Supplies 
121 Tenth St., N. W., Washington, D. ©. 


SNO-WHITE 


A perfect preparation for renewing 
the freshness and beauty of dress 
White Belts, for Canvas Shoes, etc. 
The unique advantages of Sno-White are 
that it is easy to apply, gives im- 
mediate and perfect results, and 
when applied cannot rub off 
or soil other clothing. 
Price 25 Cents 
Prepared by 
F. P. WELLER, Druggist 
Cor. 8th and I Sts. 8. E. 
Washington, D. C. 


DREYER 


TRADING CORPORATION 


24 Stone Street 
New York. NLY. 


Write fer catalocer 


Distributors to the Post Exchanges 


Dawson Kraft Shop 


Quantico, Va. 


Kodak Finishing 
Copying & Enlarging 
Hand Coloring 


‘Dawson Made They Will Not Fade” 


THE LEATHERNECK 


Questions and Answers 


Q.—-Will you, please. inform me what is the 
procedure to procure another Good Conduct 
Medal ROBERT L. SARGANT. 

Answer You may obtain a duplicate Good 
Conduct Medal by presenting satisfactory evidence 
to Headquarters Marine Corps that the origina! 
was lost. dostroyed or rendered unfit for use 
without fault or neglect on your part This 
Medal will be issued to you gratuitously if the 
above evidence is furnished 


Q.—I served in Haiti from February, 1921. to 
June, 1922. and in Santo Domingo from March. 
1924, to June, 1924. what medals do I rate for 
this service?——-LOUIS GREENBERG. 

Answer: You rate an expeditionary Medal with 
the numeral number two for your service in Haiti 
and Santo Domingo 


Q@..—-What does a silver star on a Second Nica- 
raguan Expeditionary Bar represent? What does 
a bronze star on an over-seas bar represent? 
TRUMPETER. 

Answer No silver stars are issued in connec- 
tion with the Second Nicaraguan Campaign 
Medal. The wearing of silver stars on the Second 
Nicaraguan Campaign Ribbon Bar is therefore not 
authorized. Bronze stars on Victory Ribbon bars 
represent service bars (West Indies, Over-seas 
Patrol. etc.), and battle clasps ‘Aisne, Aisne- 
Marne, St. Mihiel, etc.) received during the 
World War 


Q@.—-What is the present address of Georse 
Klein?-EDWARD W. JAMISON. 

Answer The present address of Mr. George 
Klein is 287 Maple Street, Secaucus, N. J 


Q.—Do I rate a Second Nicaraguan Campaign 
Medal for service in Nicaragua from March, 1929, 
to December. 1930?-—-WILLARD J. SARAULT. 

Answer Yes, you are entitled to the Second 
Nicaraguan Campaign Medal for your service 
in Nicaragua This medal was forwarded for 
delivery to you on June 6, 1932. 


Q@.—I hold two Second Division Citations for 
Distinguished and Exceptional Gallantry during 
the World War, does this entitle me to wear the 
Purple Heart?-JAMES KOBERNA. 

Answer The Purple Heart is awarded by the 
War Department to those, who as members of the 
Army of the United States, have been awarded 
the Meritorious Service Citation Certificate signed 
by the Commander-in-Chief of the American Ex- 
peditionary Forces in the World War, and to 
those who were wounded in action with the 
enemy The Second Division Citations do not 
entitle you to the Purple Heart. 


Q@.—I was discharged from the Marine Corps 
with an “Own Convenience Discharge,.”’ I want 
to know if it is possible for me to re-enlist?- 
HUGH P. EDWARDS. 

Answer It is not the policy of Headquarters 
to re-enlist men discharged for their own con- 
venience, except those with at least eight years 
prior service, in view of which the re-enlistment 
of you, whereas you had less than a year’s serv- 
ice, would not be authorized 


Q@.—How much will a sergeant, who has com- 
pleted sixteen years straight Marine Corps time 
draw as his reserve pay after being transferred 
to the Reserve? Does Army and Marine Corps 
time count on twenty years?--HERMAN J. EL- 
LIoTT. 

Answer A Sergeant transferring to Class II 
(b), Fleet Marine Corps Reserve, (16 years serv- 
ice) receives a monthly retainer pay. computed 
as follows 


1/3 Base pay (354.00) $18.00 
20% of $54.00 for longevity 10.80 

$28.80 
Less 20c for hospital fund 20 


Amount received $26.60 


Army time is not computed for the purpose of 
transferring to the Fleet Marine Corps Reserve 
All service for such purpose must have been either 
Navy or Marine Corps service 

Army time, foreign shore service. which may 
be computed as double time, Navy and Marine 
Corps service are computed for the purpose of 
retirement from the regular Marine Corps and 
Fleet Marine Corps Reserve 


ALL QUESTIONS SUBMITTED TO “THE 
LEATHERNECK" OFFICE AND PUBLISHED IN 
THIS COLUMN ARE REFERRED TO HEAD- 
QUARTERS MARINE CORPS. ALL ANSWERS 
ARE AUTHENTIC AND ARE NOT IN ANY IN- 
STANCE “GUESS-WORK" ON THE PART OF 
“THE LEATHERNECK" STAFF.—EDITOR. 
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General Information 


RETIREMENTS 


The following-named men were placed on the 
retired list of enlisted men of the U. S. Marine 
Corps on the dates set opposite their names 

First Sergeant John Flanagan, FMCR, June 
1, 1932 

Gunnery Sergeant John Johnston. FMCR. 
June 1, 1932 


TRANSFERS TO THE FLEET MARINE CORPS 
RESERVE 


The following-named men, pursuant to their 
voluntary applications, were transferred to the 
Fleet Marine Corps Reserve on the dates set op- 
posite their names: 

Gunnery Sergeant John Owen, USMC, May 
31, 1932. Future address 2411 30th Street. 
San Diego, Calif 

Sergeant Alfred May, USMC, May 30, 1932. 
Future address: Route 2, Box 38, Springdale, 
Ark 

Sergeant Homer Rice, USMC, June 15, 1932 
Future address: Hawesville, Kentucky 


DEATHS 


CARLOUGH, Russell William, Corporal, died 
May 26, 1932, of thrombosis, coronary artery, at 
Peiping. China. Next of kin Mrs. Jennie Wach- 
ter, sister, 77 Bergen Avenue, Hawthorne, N. J 

RAUB, Frank Ray, First Sergeant, died May 20, 
1932. of valvular heart diesase, at Parris Island. 
s. C Next of kin Mrs. Dorothy Raub, wife. 
505 North Noble Street, Cushing, Oklahoma 

KENT. William Bartlett, Private, Class III. 
M.C.R., died December 13, 1931, at Jacksonville. 
Florida. Next of kin Mrs. Sarah Kent, mother 
Tifton, Georgia 

McMENANIN, James Henry, Private, Class IV. 
M.C.R.. died March 20, 1932, at Philadelphia. 
Pa. Next of kin: Mrs. Mary McMenanin, mother. 
1808 Callowhill Street, Philadelphia, Pa 

REID, Stewart Hendley. Trumpeter, Class III. 
M.C.R.. died March 3, 1932, at Waukesha, Wis- 
consin. Next of kin: Mr. Charles S. Reid, father. 
345 Harvey Street, Waukesha, Wisconsin. 

DUNLAP. Frank, Sergeant Major, retired, died 
April 27, 1932, at Asheville, N. C. Next of kin 
Mrs. Hestley A. Stepp, sister, Hendersonville, N. C 

GAUSS. John Montgomery. Sergeant Major, re- 
tired, died May 12, 1932, at St. Charles Missouri 
Next of kin Mrs. Charlotte E. Gauss, mother, 
301 North 9th Street, St. Charles, Missouri 

VanLOOCK, Edward Matthew, Principal Musi- 
cian, retired, died April 4, 1932, at Washington. 
D. C. Next of kin Mrs. Elizabeth VanLoock. 
wife, 104 Fifteenth Street, S. E.. Washington. 
D. C. 


NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 


CHAUMONT—Due Manila 31 May. Will leave 
Manila 6 June, arrive Shanghai 10 June, leave 
11 June; arrive Tsingtao 12 June, leave 13 June 
arrive Cheffo 14 June, leave 15 June; arrive Chin- 
wangtao 15 June, leave 16 June; arrive Shanghai 
18 June, leave 25 June; arrive Manila 29 June 
leave 2 July; arrive Guam 7 July, leave 8 July 
arrive Honolulu 17 July. leave 18 July; arrive San 
Francisco 25 July. Will leave San Francisco about 
4 August for Navy Yard New York for overhaul. 

HENDERSON—Arrived San Diego 26 May. Will 
leave San Diego 3 June; arrive Corinto 10 June. 
leave 10 June; arrive Canal Zone 12 June, leave 
14 June; arrive Hampton Roads 21 June. Will 
leave Hampton Roads 5 July for the West Coast 
and Asiatic Station on the following itinerary 
arrive Quantico 5 July, leave 6 July; arrive Hamp- 
ton Roads 6 July, leave 8 July; arrive Bluefields 
14 July. leave 14 July: arrive Canal Zone 15 
July. leave 16 July; arrive Corinto 18 July, leave 
1% July: arrive San Diego 26 July, leave 27 July 
arrive San Pedro 28 July, leave 29 July; arrive 
San Francisco 30 July, leave 11 August; arrive 
Honolulu 19 August, leave 20 August; arrive Guam 
2 September, leave 3 September, arrive Manila 9 
September, leave 10 September; arrive Guam 16 
Oct., leave 17 Oct.; arrive Honolulu 28 Oct., leave 
29 Oct arrive San Francisco 7 November. 

KITTERY—Arrived Hampton Roads 22 May 
Will leave Hampton Roads 3 June for the West 
Indies on the following itinerary Arrive Guan- 
tanamo 8 June, leave 9 June; arrive Port au 
Prince 10 June, leave 10 June; arrive Cape 
Haitien 11 June, leave 11 June; arrive Key West 
15 June, leave 18 June: arrive Hampton Roads 
22 June Will leave Hampton Roads again on 
9 July for the West Indies 

NITRO—-Sailed Cristobal 30 May for Port au 
Prince. Due Port au Prince 1 June. Scheduled to 
leave Port au Prince 3 June, arvive Guantanamo 
4 June, arrive Hampton Roads 7 June, leave 14 
June, arrive Philadelphia 15 June, leave 16 June 
arrive Iona Island 17 June. leave 18 June: arrive 
Newport 19 June, lcave 21 June; arrive Boston 
22 June. Will leave Boston 29 June, arrive New 
York 1 July, leave 2 July: arrive Hampton Roads 
3 July. leave 13 July: arrive Guantanamo 16 July. 
leave 16 July; arrive Canal Zone 19 July, lcave 
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21 July: arrive Corinto 23 July. leave 23 July: 
arrive San Diego 31 July, leave 2 August; arrive 
San Pedro 3 August, leave 8 August; arrive Mare 
Island 10 August, leave 20 August: arrive Puget 
Sound 24 August 

PATOKA—Arrived San Francisco 22 April. Oper- 
ating with Fleet 

RAMAPO—Sailed Manila 27 May for San Pedro 
Due San Pedro 23 June Will leave San Pedro 
23 July for Manila 

SALINAS—Arrived Norfolk 25 May Will leave 
Hampton Roads 31 May on the following itiner- 
ary Arrive Beaumont 8 June, leave 9 June 
arrive Hampton Roads 17 June, leave 18 June 
arrive Beaumont 26 June, leave 27 June; arrive 
Charleston 3 July, leave 5 July; arrive Hampton 
Roads 7 July 

SAPELO—Arrived Norfolk Yd 24 May. Will sail 
Norfolk 2 June, arrive Beaumont 10 June, leave 
11 June; arrive Hampton Roads 19 June, leave 
20 June; arrive Beaumont 28 June, leave 29 June 
arrive Melville 8 July 

SIRIUS—Arrived Hampton Roads 25 May. Will 
leave Hampton Roads 2 June on the following 
itinerary Arrive Guantanamo 6 June, leave 6 
June: arrive Canal Zone 9 June, leave 10 June 
arrive Corinto 13 June, leave 13 June; arriv 
San Diego 22 June, leave 24 June; arrive San 
Pedro 25 June. leave 27 June: arrive Mare Island 
28 June. leave 7 July: arrive Puget Sound 10 July 
Will sail from Seattle 23 July for the Pribilot 
Islands 

VEGA—Arrived Puget Sound 29 May. Will leave 
Puget Sound 3 June for the East Coast of the 
United States on the following itinerary: Arrive 
Mare Island 6 June, leave 20 June; arrive San 
Pedro 21 June, leave 22 June: arrive San Diego 
22 June, leave 25 June: arrive Corinto 4 July 
leave 5 July; arrive Canal Zone 8 July, leave 9 
July; arrive Guantanamo 12 July, leave 12 July 
arrive Hampton Roads 16 July, leave 25 July 
arrive Philadelphia 26 July. leave 1 August; ar- 
rive New York 2 August, leave 8 August: arriv 
Boston 9 August. 


LIST OF STUDENTS GRADUATED DURING 
SCHOOL YEAR OF 1931-1932 FROM MARINE 
CORPS SCHOOLS, QUANTICO, VA. 


Sugar, S. D.. Major. VMCR, 21 Sept... ‘31 
Command and Gen. Staff 

Wood, J., Major, FMCR, 19 Oct., '31—Engineers 
Basic 

Best, W. N., Captain, USMC, 14 Dec., °31-—In- 
fantry Advanced 

Creamer, F. D., Captain, USMC, 11 Apr., ‘32 
Special Refresher 

Cumming, 8. C., Captain. USMC, 14 Dec., '31 
Infantry Advanced 

Erskine, G. B., Captain. USMC, 5 Jan., "32 
Infantry Advanced 

Fellows, J. H., Captain, USMC, 21 Oct., ‘31 
Infantry Advanced 

Larsen, A. C., Captain, USMC., 12 Jan., ‘32 
Infantry Co. Officers 

Sheeley, P. A.. Captain. FMCR, 22 Apr., ‘32 
Infantry Basic. 

Bare. R. O., Ist-Lt 
Infantry Co. Officers. 

Harris, H. D., Ist-Lt., 
Infantry Co. Officers. 

Humphrey. E. E., ist-Lt.. FMCR. 8 Apr., °32 
F. A. Course A 

Mason, A. T Ist-Lt 
Infantry Co. Officers 

Schulyz, E. G., ist-Lt.. VMCR, 13 May, ‘32 
Infantry Course A. 

Coleman. J. E., 2nd-Lt.. VMCR, 14 Apr., '32 
Infantry Basic 

Griebel, J., 2nd-Lt.. USMC. 22 Oct., ‘31—In- 
fantry Advanced. 

Houck, H. W., 2nd-Lt., 
Infantry Basic 

Jackson, T. P., 2nd-Lt.. FMCR. 23 Feb., ‘32 
Infantry Basic. 

McKean. W. B., 2nd-Lt.. USMC. 11 Apr... °32 
Infantry Basic 

Rector. L. E., 2nd-Lt.. FMCR. 12 Jan., ‘32 
Infantry Basic 

Shoup, D. M., 2nd-Lt.. USMC. 24 Sept., ‘31 
Air Corps Basic 

Van Ness, C. P., 2nd-Lt., USMC, 27 Apr., ‘32 
Infantry Co. Officers 

Dyer. L. S., Set.. USMC, 12 Jan., '32—-Infantry 
Basic 

Lucander. E., Set.. 
fantry Basic 

Adreon, F., Pvt.. FMCR, 17 Nov., '31—Infantry 
Basic. 

Greppin. N. A., Pvt., 
Infantry Basic 


USMC. 17 Nov., ‘31 


USMC, 21 Oct., ‘31 


USMC. 15 Dec., ‘31 


VMCR, 12 Oct., °31 


USMC, 10 Sept.. ‘31—In- 


FMCR. 10 Feb., °32 


RECENT GRADUATES 
MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 


(APRIL) 

Captain Stroup. Windsor B.—Complete Radio 

Ist Lieut. Hamilton, William A.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 

lst Lieut. McAfee, Ralph D.—Spanish. 

2nd Lieut. Berry, Joseph H.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 

2nd Lieut. Hogaboom, Robert E.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 


THE IEATHERNECK 


2nd Lieut. McDonald, Peter A.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping. 

2nd Lieut. Smith, Perry K.—Bookkeeping and 
Accounting. 

2nd Lieut. Williams, Carroll—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 

Ist Set. Linch, John E.—Spanish 

Gy-Set. Bradford, Paul C.—Complete Auto- 
mobile. 

Ch. P. M. Brumfield, Carl L.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

PhM. Iicl. Hedges, Harold A.—Pharmacy 

Sergeant Farmer, William E.—Selected Units 

Sergeant Johnson, James—Dairying 

Sergeant Winans, Ben—Good English 

Corporal Brozowski. William—Poultry Farming 

Corporal Clark, Luther S.—C. S. Railway Postal 
Clerk 

Corporal Coleman, Raymond F.—Commercial 
Subjects 

Corporal Connors, David R.—Airplane Main- 
tenance 

Corporal Cunyus, Walter H.—Aviation Engines 

Corporal Freeman, Allan R.—Warrant Officers 
Preparatory 

Corporal Gagnon, William H.—Stationary Int 
Comb. Eng. 

Corporal Gagnon, William H.—Diesel Engines 

Corporal Gagnon, William H.—Marine Int 
Comb. Engines 

Corporal Garwood. William C.—Spanish 

Corporal Lakin, Earland J.—-Salesmanship and 
Real Estate. 

Corporal Lakin, Earland J.—Salesmanship and 
Life Ins. Selling 

Pvt. icl. Christensen, William M.—C. S. Rail- 
way Postal Clerk. 

Pvt. Icl. Long, Clayton W.—Salesmanship 

Pvt. licl. Schultz, August C S. Railway 
Postal Clerk 

Pvt. Tear, Richard J.—Concrete Enzineer- 
ing 

Pvt. licl. Thomas, Courtney R.—Selected High 
School Subjects. 

Pvt. icl. Windes, Harold T.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk 

Private Fox, John A.—Aviation Engines 
Private Haynes, Nathaniel B.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Hess, Selvin J.—Short Chemistry. 
Private McFadden, Edward E.—Pharmacy 
Private Montwill, Joseph, Jr.—Business Cor- 
respondence 

Private Petrofske, Alex H.—Selected Units 
Private Schneider, Emil A.—Soil Improvement 
Private Thomas, Harold R.—Selected Units 


(MAY) 

Major Van Hoose, George W.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 

Ist Lieut. Claude, David K.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping. 

M. Set. Styer, Kenneth B.—C. S. General 

Clerical 

Staff Set. Theodore, Lawrence A.—Post Ex- 
change Bookkeeping. 

Sergeant Duffy, John W.—Lumber Dealer. 

Sergeant Stoops, Joseph L.—Complete Radio. 

Sergeant Swearingen, Joseph N.—Salesmanship. 

Corporal Brown, Clarence E.—Fruit Growing. 

Corporal Connors, David R.—Stationary Int. 
Comb. Engines 

Corporal Connors, David R.—Diesel Engines 

Corporal Gagnon, William H.—Motorbus Trans- 
portation 

Corporal Putty, Howard L.—Mathematics and 
Mechanics for Civil Engineers. 

Corporal Sharak, Michael T.—Airplane Main- 
tenance. 

Corporal Sharak, Michael T.—Aviation Me- 
chanics. 

Pvt. Icl. Barrett, William F.—Retail Lumber- 
mans’. 

Pvt. icl. Hansen, Harold E.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk 

Pvt. icl. Harrison, James P.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping 

Pvt. lcl. Hughes, Cecil L.—Industrial Man- 
agement. 

Pvt. Kenyon, Stanton J.—Poultry Farming 

Pvt. lcl. Robinson, Ramon F.—Poultry Farming. 

Pvt. licl. Wenzel, Edmund J.—Automobile Me- 
chanics 

Private Bailey. Albert N.—Traffic Management 

Private Corbett, Gaston—Good English. 

Private De Luca, Leonard—C. S. Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Private Gentilcore, Clarence F.—Compl=te Radio. 

Private Gilmore, Frank S.—C. S. Combination. 

Private Gilmore, Frank S.—C. S. Bookkeeper. 

Private Grace, Charles—Good English. 

Private Heath, Corey A.—Bookkeeping and Ac- 
counting. 

Private Martin, Milford—Complete Radio. 

Private McVay. John S.—Commercial Subjects 
Private O'Reilly. Maurice D.—Complete Radio 
Private Pinton, John J.—C. S. Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Private Rodolph. Lynn A.—Machine Shop Div 
Shop Practice. 

Private Young, Hustus E.—C. S. Post Office 
Private Young. Hustus E.—C. S. General Clerical. 
Private Young, Hustus E.—C. S. Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk. 

Private Young, Hustus E.—Selected Units. 
Private Young, Hustus E.—Selected Units. 
Private Williams, Walter L.—Aviation Engines 


Fifty-five 


WHAT IS IT YOU WANT MOST? 
The only sure way to get the thing 
you’ve set your heart on having, is 
to save for it. 
Most amazing things can come 
out of a savings account. 
Make up your mind what you 
want—and start saving. 
Write for booklet 
“Banking-by-Mail” 

THE WASHINGTON LOAN 
AND TRUST COMPANY 
F St. at 9th 17th St. at G 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Resources Over $20,000,000.00 


ELECTRICAL - RADIO 
AUTOMOBILE ano MACHINERY 
SUPPLIES 


MONOGRAM 


MOTOR LUBRICANTS 


Ideal for Furniture, House- 
hold and Industrial Uses 


RUBBER AUTO ENAMEL 


National Electrical 
Supply Company 


1326-1330 NEW YORK AVE. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 


“Launderers and Dry Cleaners” 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 
BRANCH OFFICE 
339 Potomac Ave., Quantico, Va. 
Telephone 304 
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Fifty-six 


HEY 

TURNED 
THE LIGHTS 
OuT AT TAPS- 
QUT ZERO 
FOOLED ‘EM- 
HERE HE 
1S AT ONE PM 


July, 1932 


NOW THAT 1AM A CORPL-!I WILL 
GET ME JOB IN THE CANTEEX- 
GuY A CAR-AND GET MARRIED 


WANDERED 
AROUND ALL HIGHT 

WAITING FOR DAY 
LIGHT-SO HE COULD 
LET THE GANG SEE 
HIS'STRIPES “AND 
NOW THE “Moon 


HAS COME OVER 
THE MOUNTAIN -AND- 


GOOD MORNING AND 
CONGRATULATIONS 
CORPORAL 


SAME TO YOU 
GENERAL - HAVE 
A CIGARETTE / 


FAR BE IT FROM ME TO 
SUGGEST SUCK A THING 
BUT IT IS CUSTOMARY FOR 
ANYONE GEING PROMOTED 
TO ‘ER - KINDLY* WET ‘EM 


“BUT WHY SHOULD ! WASH 
EM DOWN -—THEY AIT EVEN 
DIRTY - | JUST GOT 'EM OFF 
THE QM YESTERDAY-THE 
OM SGT., SAID THEY WAS 

SIZE 6-7-8 AND GRAN'NEWV 
AWD WHO WOULD DOUBT A 
OM SERGEANTS WORD/ 


THAT GENL GETS DUMGER EVERY 
DAY-SAID | DIDNT QUITE UWDERSTAND 
WHAT HE MEANT ABOUT WETTIN ‘EM 
DOWN - WHEN | LEFT WE WAS MUMBLING 
SOMETHING AGOUT THE TIME HE MADE 
CLARENCE PROCTOR AND HEIWIE 
MILLER SERGEANTS / rT 


SAID FOR ME TO MEET HIM AT 
THE “WATERING TROUGH” AT SLOPPY 
JOES All HE WOULD SHOW ME 
WHAT HE MEAUT 


“{¢ 


SNFTER IWSTRUCTING ZERO TO MEET HIM 
AT SLOPPY JOE'S THE GENERAL THINEING 
THAT SURELY ZERO WOULD TAKE THE 
HINT ANO HAVE THE PARTY OFFICIALLY 
*ORGANITED’ BY THE TIME HE GoT 
THERE —GuT WELL , HERE IT 1S—> 


WELL I'LL 


C= 
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WELL SO LONG 
AS I'VE GOTTS 
WET THE CHEVRONS 
DOWN | MIGHT AS WELL 
FINISH THE JOG Au 
WASH ALL OF MY 
CLOTHESY 


=). 


The 


greater cooper 
the part of its representatives, 
sed interest in its pages and the 
wr ‘ie -hearted support of all Mar 
both active and Se is now i 
tributed i ~~ foreign countries, on 
37 ships of the Navy and i 
ery State of the Union. Wher 
you may go, wherever you may ed 
“The Leather ney wi wl be on hand 
to greet you. 
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—not parched or toasted 


Never parched, never toasted, Camels 
burn slow and cool because they’re 
fresh. Made fresh, kept fresh, they 
bring you the flavor of choice Turkish 
and mellow, sun-ripened Domestic 
tobaccos in fresh, mild condition. 
Switch to Camels for just one day, 
then leave them—if you can. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


Made FRESH — Kept FRESH 
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